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Porrgv may be ſaid to claim our ſirſt at- 
tention, as it was originally intended to expreſa 
out gratitude to the Deity, and teach man- 
Lind the moſt important precepts of religion 
and virtue; by which the human ſoul is not 
only exalted and reſined, but the heart is 
fortified againſt all the various aſſaults of hu- 
man calamities, and by which we are taught 
to conſider happineſs as entirely depending on 
the reſlections of our own minds. We ſhall be 
ſufficiently convinced of theſe truths, if we only 
conſider the particular end and deſign of the 


ſeveral ſpecies of poetry. 
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V1. To THE PUBLIC. 


The Eric Porn was intended to convey 
inſtructions diſguiſed under the allegory of an 
important and heroic action. The Opr, to 
celebrate the exploics of great men, in order 
to excite a general imitation in others. TR A- 
GEDY, to inſpire us with a deteſtation of guilt, 
by painting the fatal conſequences that follow 
it; and with a veneration for virtue, by re- 
preſenting the rewaris and juſt praiſes that 
attend it. Coro r and SATIRE, to correct 
whilſt they divert ns, and wage 1mplacable 
war with vice and folly. Ex EGT, to weep over 


the tombs of ſuc as deſerve to be lamented; 
and Pas ros At, to fing the innocence and plea- 


ſures Of rural lile. 


To promote ſuch deſirable ends, the ſtudy 
of poetry has ever met with the ſanction and 
encouragement of men the moſt eminent for 
their wiſdom and virtue: and it is much to be 


feared, that thoſe whoſe imaginations are not 
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enlivened by the charms of Poetry, muſt either 


have their affections depraved, or be naturally 
inſenſible of the exquiſite pleaſure reſulting from 
the proper exerciſe of them. 


To allure thoſe who are inattentive to the 
excellence of virtue, and direct their thoughts 
to the nobleſt qualifications, induced the Editor 
of this ſmall volume to ſelect ſuch poems as 
have been univerſally eſteemed the firſt orna. 
ments of our language, and admired, not only 


for purity of ſeatiment, but for beauty and har- 


mony of numbers, 
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HEALTH. AN ECLOGUE. 
BY PARNELL. 


TOW cwly ſhepherds o'cr the meadows paſs, 
And print long footſſeps on the glittring grafs ; 
The cows, neglectful of their paſture, ſtand, 
By turns obſequious to the milker's hand. 
When Damon ſoftly trod the ſhaven lawn, 
Damon, a youth ſrom city cares withdrawn; 
Long was che pleaſing walk he wander'd through, 
A cover'd harbour clos'd the diſtant view; 
There reſts the youth, and, while the feather'd throng 
Raiſe their wild muſick, thus contrives a ſong, 
Here, wafted o'er by mild Eteſian air, 
Thou country Goddeſs, beauteous Health! repair, 
Here let my breaſt through quiv'ring trees inhale 
Thy roſy bleſſings with the merning gale. 
What are the fields, or flow'rs, or all I ſeeP 
Ah!] taſteleſs all, if not enjoy'd with thee, 
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Joy to my ſoul! I feel the goddeſs nigh, 

The face of nature cheers as well as I; 

Over the flat green refroſhing breezes run, 

The ſmiling daiſies blow beneath the ſun, 

The brooks run purling down with filver waves, 
The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves; 
The chirping birds from all the compaſs rove 
To te:npt the tuneful echoes of the grove: 
High funny ſummits, deeply ſhaded dales, 
Thick moſſy banks, and flow'ry winding vales, 
With various proſpetts gratify the ſight, 

Ard ſcatter 6x'd attention in delight. 


Come, country Goddeſs, come, nor thou ſuffice, 


But bring thy mountain fifler, Exerciſe: 

Call d by thy lovely voice ſhe turns her pace, 
Her winding horn proclaims the fini{h'd chace; 
She mounts the rocks, ſhe ſkims the Icvel plain; 
Dogs, hawks, and horſes crowd her early train. 
Her hardy face repels the tanning wind, 

And lines and meſhes looſely float behind. 

All theſe as means of toil the feeble ſee, 


But theſe are helps to pleaſure, join'd with thee, 


Let ſloth lie ſoft' ning till high noon in down, 
Or lolling fan her in the ſultry town, 
Unnerv'd with reſt; and turn her own diſeaſe, 
Or foſter others in luxurious eaſe ; 


I mount the courſer, call the deep mouth'd hounds, 


The fox unkennell'd flies to covert grounds, 
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Ilead where flags through tangled thickets tread, 

And ſhake the faplings with their branching head; 

I make the falcons wing their awry way, 

And ſoar to ſeize, or looping ſtrike their prey; 

To ſnare the fiſh I fix the lurking bait ; 

To wound the fowl I load the gun with fate. 

PT is thus through change ot exerciſe I range, 

And {treugth and pleaſure rife from every change. 

Here, bcauteous Hea!th! for all the year reman : 

When the next comes, I'!! charm thee thus again. 
Oh come, thou Guddels of my rural ſong! 

Ard bring thy daughter, calm Content, along; 

Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 

From whole bright preſence clouds of forrow fly. 

For her I mow my walks, I plat my bow'rs, 

Clip my low kedges, and {upport my flow'rs; 

To welcome her, this ſurimer-ſeat I dreſt, 

And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſi; 

When ſhe from exerciſe to learned eaſe 

Shall change again, and teach the change to pleaſe. 
No friends, converſing, my ſoft hours refine, 

And Tully's Tuſculum revives in mine: | 

Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 

And ſuch as make me rather good than great: 

Or o'er the works of eaſy fancy rove, 


 Vhere flutes and innocence amuſe the grove: 


The native bard, that on Sicilian plains 
F:rit ſung the lowly manners of the ſwains; 
A 2 
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When the next comes, I'Il charm thee thus ogain. 


EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 


A BALLAD 


BY R. GOLD I H. 


os 5 he XN, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
And guide my lonely way, 
“% To where yon taper cheers the vale 
«© Witt hoſpitable ray. 


% For here. forlorn and loft, I tread 
Wich laintin 8 ſteps and llow, 

„% Wheze wilds, immeaſurabl, ſpread, 
6 Seem length'ning as I go.“ 


4 Forbear, my fon,” the Hermit eries, 
8 To . nn 7 tt : Lange ICUS gloom » 
6 Yor YON Gs. 1 IND icts pb antoim Hes 
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| © Tire, to the houſeleſs child of want, 
4 My door is open till 
7 © And though my portion is but ſcant, 
„] give it with good-will. 


© Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
© Vhatc'er my cell beſtows; 
My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
6 My bleſſing and repoſe, 


þ- 3 No flocks that range the valley free 
o {lmghter I condemn: | 
% Taught by that power that pities me, 
I learn to pity them. 


„ But from the mountain's graſſy ſide 
A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

« A ſerip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
And water from the ſpring. 


% Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; 
All earch-born cares are wrong: 
& Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long.”? 


Soft as the dew from heaven deſcends, 
Fhs gentle accents fell; 
The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell, 
A 3 
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Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The loucly manſion lay, 


| * „* J. % 8 7 2 
A ret. tO tue NC ighbouring poor, 


And flrangers led aſtray. 


— bet * 
No Hores beneath its humble thatch 


3 #. 
Requii'd a maſier's care; 
The wicket, opening with a latch, 
Reccuw'd the harmleſs pair. 
1 


And now, when buſy crowds retire 
To take their evening reſt, 
The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 

And cheer'd his penſive gueſt ; 


And ſpread his vegetable ſlore, 
And 2ayly preſt and ſmil'd, 

And, ſkil'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd, 


Around, in ſympathetic mirth, 

Its tricks the kitten tries; 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart 
To ſooth the ſtranger's woe; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 
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His riſing cares the Hermit ſpy'd, 
With anſwering care oppreſl : 

„% And whence, unhappy youth!“ he cried, 
© The ſorrows of thy breall ? 


© From better kahitation ſpurn'd, 
© Reluctant doit thou rove ; 

© Or gricve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love ? 


& Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
Are triſling, and decay; 
And thoſe who prize the paltry things, 
More trilling fill than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 


A charm that lulls to ſleep; 
© A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep? 


And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
© The modern fair-one's jeſt, 
„On carth unſeen, or only found 
Lo warm the turtle's neſt, 


« For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 


And A the ſex, he ſaid: 
But, while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd 
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Surpriz'd he ſees new beautics riſe 
Swift mantling to the view, 
Like colours o'er the morning ſkis, 

As bright, as tranſient to. 


The baſhful look, the rifing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms, 

The lovely ſtranger ſtands conſeſt 
A maid in all her charms. 


& And ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
© A wretch forlorn,”” ſhe cricd, 

6 Whoſe fect, unhallow'd, thus intrude 
6 Where Heaven and you reſide. 


© But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
© Whom love has taught to ſtray; 
% Who ſecks for reſt, but finds Deſpair 


© Companion of her way. 


„My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
„A wealthy lord was he; 

« And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
„He had but only me. 


u To win me from his tender arms, 
© Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 
_ *© Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 


«© And felt or feign'd a flame. 
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*© Exch hour a mercenary crowd 
Wich richeſt protiers ſtrove: 

% Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
© But never talk'd of love. 


„In humble ſimpleſl habit clad, 
66 Yo wealth nor power had he; 
% Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 
6 But theſe were all to me. 
© The bloſſom opening to the day. 
The deus of heaven reſin'd, 
* Could nought of purity diſplay 
© To emulate his mind. 


„The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
„Wh charms inconſtant ſhine ; 
© Their charms were his; but, woe to me! 
Their conſtancy was mine. 


% For ſtill I try'd cach fickle art, 
*© Importunate and vain 

& And, while his paſſion touch'd my heart, 
© triumph'd in his pain: 


Till, quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
© He left me to my pride, 

© And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he died. 
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% But mine the ſorrow, mire the fault, 
„And well my life ſhall pay: 
4% PI ſcek the ſolitude he fought, 
And ſtretch me where he lay— 


&« Ard there, forlorn, deſpairing hid, 

Ie lay me down and die; 

6 Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
Aud ſo for him will J.“ 


6 Forbid it, Heaven!“ the Hermit cry'd, 
And c'alp'd her to his breaſt; 

The wondering fair-one turn'd to chide, 
"I was Edwin's ſelf that preſt. 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
„My charmer, turn to ſee 
„Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
_ ** Reltor'd to love and thee. 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And every care reſign! 

& And ſhall we never, never part, 
© My life—my all that's mine? 


& No; never from this hour to part, 

© We'll ive and love lo true, 
« The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 
„Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 
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HYMN TO HUMANITY. 
1. 

ARENT of virtue, if thire car 

1 Attend not now to ſorrow's cry; 

If now the pity- ſtreaming tear 


Should haply on thy check be dry; 
Indulge my votive ſtrain, O feet Humanity! 
| | 
Come, ever welcome to my breaſt! 
A tender but a cheerful gueſt; 
Nor always in the gloomy cell 
Of life-conſuming ſorrow dwell ; 
For ſorrow, long indulg'd and flow, 
Is to Humanity a foe ; 
And grief, that makes the heart its prey, 
Wears ſenſibility away. 
Then comes, ſweet Nymph, inſtead of thee 
The gloomy fiend Stupidity. 
ML... 
O may that fiend be baniſh'd far, 
Though paſſions hold eternal war! 
Nor ever let me ceaſe to know 


The pulſe that throbs at joy or woe; 


„n 
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Nor let my vacant cheek be dry, 
When forrow fills a brether's eve! 
Nor may the tear that frequent flows; 
From private or from ſocial woes, 
E*'er make this pleaſing ſenſe depart! 
Ye Cares! O harden not my heart! 
| IV. 
If the fair {tar of fortune ſmile, 
Let not its flatt'ring power beguile. 
Nor, borne along the fav*ring tide, 
My full fails ſwell with bloating pride. 
Let me from wealth, but hope conteut, 
Remember full it was but lent; 
lo modeſt merit ſpread my ſtore, 
Unbar my hoſpitable door; 
Nor feed with pomp an idle train, 
Whule want, unpitied, pines in vain» ö 
V. | : 
If Heaven, in every purpoſe wiſe, | | 
The envied lot of wealth denies; 
If doom'd to drag life's painful load 
Through poverty's uneven road, 
And, for the due bread of the day, 
Deſtin'd to toil as well as pray; 
To thee, Humanity, ſtill true, 
I'll wiſh the good I cannot do, 
And pive the wretch that paſles by, 
A ſoothing word—a tara ſigh 


LL 
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lowe'er exalted or depreſt, 
Be ever mine the feeling breaft. 
From me remove the ſtagnant mind 
Ot languid indolence, reclin'd; 
The foul that one long Sabbath keeps, 
And through the ſun's whole circle lech; 
Dull peace, that dwells in folly 's eye, 
And ſelfrattending vamty . 


Alike the fooliſh and the vain 


Are ſtrangers to the ſenſe humane. 
VII. 
O for that ſympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow, 
When the prophetic eye ſurvey 'd 
Sion in future aſhes laid! 
Or, rais'd to heav'n, implor'd the bread 
That thouſands in the deſert fed ! | 
Or, when the heart o'er friendſhip's grave 
Sigh'd, and forgot its power to fave ; 
O for that ſympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow! 
| VIII. 
It comes: it fills my labouring breaſt 
I feel my beating heart oppreſt. 
Oh! hear that lonely widow's wail ! 
Sec her dim eye! her aſpeR pale! 
B 
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To heaven ſhe turns in deep deſpair, 

Her infants wonder at her pray'r; 

And, mingling tears, they know not uh 
Lift up their little hands, and cry. : 
O God!] their moving forrows fee ! 
Support them, ſwect Humanity! 


| IX. 
Life, fill'd with grief's diſtreſsful train, 
For ever aſks the tear humane. 
Behold, in yon unconſcious grove, 
The victims of ill-fated love! 
Heard you that agonizing throc? 
Sure tins is not romantic woe! 
The golden day of joy is o'er ; 
And now they part to meet no more. 
Aſſiſt them, hearts from anguiſh tree ; 
Aſliſt them, ſweet Humanity! 
X. 
Parent of virtue, if thine car - 
Attend not now to ſorrow's cry; 
If now the pity- ſtreaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry; 
Indulge my votive ſtrain, O ſweet Humanity! 
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NIGHTINGALE. 


A Phocbus darted forth his milder ray, 
Andlength'ning ſhades confeſo d the {hortning da 

To Tiber's banks repair'd an am'rous ſwain, 

The love and envy of the neighbouring plain. 

To cool his heat, he ſought the breezy grove, 

| To cool his heat, but the more the heat of love; 

To "0th his cares, on the ſoft lute he play'd ; 

But the ſoſt lute refreſh'd the lovely maid: 

Conſpiring elms their umbrage {pr-ad around, 

Wav'd with applauſe, and liſten'd to the found. 

Sweet Philomel, the choriſter of love, 

The muſical enchantreſs of the grove, 

With wonder heard the ſhepherd as he play'd, 

And ſtole, attentive, to the tuneful ſhade. 

Perch'd o'er his head the ſilver Syren fate, 

With envy burning, and with pride elate; 

Arbitouſly ſhe lent a liiFning ear, 

Charm'd witk the very ſounds ſhe dy'd to hear: 

Each note, each flowing accent of the ſong, 

She ſooth'd, and [weeten'd with her ſofter tongue, 

Gently refin'd each imitated (train, 

And paid him with his harmony again. 


B 2 


15 


IV, 


16 SELECT POEXS. 


the hepherd wonder'd at the juſt replies 

At {uit miſtaken for the vocal breeze; 

But when he found his little rival near 

Inihilung muſic both at eye and ear, 

nh a ſublimer touch he ſwept the lute, 

A lu nmons to the muſical diſpute. 

Fe fummons ſhe received, reſolv'd to try; 
Ant, dawing, warbled out a bold reply. 

Now iweetelt thoughts the gentle ſwain inſpire, 
Aud with a ding foſtnefs tune the lyre; 

F.cho, the vernal muſic of the woods, 

Warble the murmurs of the falling floods. 

Thus feet he ſings, but ſweetly fings in vain, 
For Philome la breathes a ſofter ſtrain; 

Wich eaſier art ſhe modulates each note, 

More nat'ral muſic melting in her throat. 

Much he admir'd the magic of her tongue, 

But more to find his lute and art outdone. 

And now to loftier airs he tunes the ſtrings, 
And now to loftier airs his echo ſings; 

Though loud as thunder, though as ſwift as thought, 
She reached the ſwelling, caught the fly ing note; 
In trembling treble, now in ſolemn bals, 

She ſhew'd how nature could his art ſurpaſs. 
Amaz'd, at length with rage the ſhepherd burn'd, 
His admiration into anger turn'd 

Inſlam'd, with emulating pride he flood, 

And thus defy'd the charmer of the wood: 
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And wilt thou ſtil! my muſic imitate? 
Then fee thy folly, and thy taſk is great : 
For, know, more powerful lays remain unſure, 
Lays far ſuperior to thy mimic tongue. 

If not, this lute, this vanquiſhi'd lute, I ſwear 
Shall never more delight the raviſh'd ear; 

But, broke in ſcatter'd fragments, ſtrew the pl. an, 

And mourn the glories which it could not gain. 

Ile ſaid: and as he laid, his foul on lire, 
With a diſdainful air he ſtruck the lyre. 
Quick to the touch the tides of muſic flow, 
Swell into ſtrength, or melt away in woe; 
Now raiſe the thrilling trumpet's clanging jar, 
And imitated thunders rouze the war : 
| Now ſoft'ning ſounds, and fadly pleafing ſtrains, 
Breathe out the lover's joys, and lover's pains, 
He ſung; and ccas'd her rival notes to hear, 
As his dy*'d liſt'ning in the ambient air. 
But now, too late, her noble tolly found, 
| Sad Philomela ſtood ſubdu'd by found : 

Though vanquiſh'd, yet with gen'rous ardour fill' d, 

Ignobly ſtill ſhe ſcorn'd to quit the field; 

But ſlowly faint, her penſive accents ſow, 
 Weaken'd with grief, and overcharg'd with woe. 
Again ſhe tunes her voice, again ſhe ſings, 
| Strains ev*ry nerve, and quivers on her wings; 

In vain her finking ſpirits fade away, 
And in a tuneful agony _ : 
323 
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Dy ing ſhe fell, and, as the ſtrains expire, 
Broat!i' out her ſoul in anguiſh on the Iyre; 
Diſlolv'd in tranſport, the refign'd her breach, 
And gain'd a living conqueſlt by her death. 
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TAY: A FASTORAL. 
BY CUNNINGHAM. 
MORNING. 


Carpe diem, Hor, 


I the barn the tenant cock, 
Cloſe to Partlet perch'd on high, 

Briſkly crows (the ſhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by might, retire ; 
And the peeping ſun-beam now 
Paints wiih gold the village ſpire ; 
III. 
Philomel forſakes the thorn, 
Plaintive where ſhe prates at night ; 
And thelark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's ſight, 
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IV. 
From the low-roof'd cott2ge ridge, 

Sce the chatt'ring [wallow ſpring; 
Darting through the one-arcit'd bridge, 
Quick the cps ker dappled wing, 

V. 


Now the pine-trec's waving top 


_— 
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Gently greets the mormng gale: 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daiſies on the dewy dale. 


VI. 
From the balmy ſweet, uncloy'd, 
 (Refitl»fs, till her taſk be done) 
Now che buſy bee's employ'd, 
Sipping dew before the fun. 


4 
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VII. 
| Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
i Where the limpid ſtream dijlils, 
Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When *tis ſun-drove from the hills. 


| VIII. 
Colin's for the promis'd corn 

(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxious —whilſt the huntſman's horn, 


Boldly ſounding, drowns his pipe. 
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IX. 
Sweet—O ſweet, the warbling throng 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray ! 
Nature's univerſal ſong 
Echoes to che riſing day. 


N QO O. 


| X. 
FE RVID on the glitt'ring flood, 
Now the noontide radiance glows ; 
Drooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe, 
XI. 
By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 
Shelter'd by the branching pines 
Pendent o'er his grafly feat. 
XII. 
Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun- beams fall; 
Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade, 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 
| XIII. 
Echo in her airy round, 
O'er the river, rock, and hill, 
Cannot catch a fingle ſound, 


Save the clack of yonder mill. 
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XIV. 
Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 


| n e 1 
Or witi languld fence Hand 
3 . . "1 
Midway in the war! moot. 
IWwWyxr 
X\ . 
1 0 * i? 
But from mon tain, dell, or ſtream, 


Not a ilutt'ring zephyr ſprings; 
Fearfal, left the nohn-tide beam, 
Scorch its ſoft, its ſilken wings. 
XVI. 
Nat a leaf bas leave to flir, 
Nature's al —bersene·—and ſtill; 
Quiet e'en the ſhepherd's cur, 
Slecping on che heath-clad hill. 
XVII. 
Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
' Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. 
XVIII. 
Now the hill—the hedge= is green, 
Now the warblers' throats in tune; 
lithſome in the verdant ſcene, 


Biighten'd by the bcams of Noon! 
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XIX. 
O'ER che heath the heifer ftrays 
Free ;— (the farrow'd tſk is done) 
Now the vitlage windows blaze, 
Buriuſh'd by tie fotnng fun. 
XX. 
Now he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden {ky ; 
Can the pencil's mimic ſkill, 
Copy the reſul gent dye ? 
| : XXI. 
Trudging as the plowmen go, 
(To the ſmoaking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er ihe level ground, 
| XXII. 
Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 
Shelter for the lordly dome, 
To their high-built airy keds, 
See the rooks returning home. 
XXIII. 
As the lark, with varied tune, 
Carols to the evening loud, 
Mark the mild reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud ! 


SELECT POEMS. 
XXIV. 
Now the hermit howlet peeps 
From the barn, or twiſted brake: 
And the blue miit flowly creeps, 
Curling on the ſilver lake. 
XXV. 
As the trout, in ſpeckled pride, 
Play ful from its botom {prings, 
To the banks a rultled nde 
Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 
XXVI. | 
Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
Ocer the path-divided dale, 
Mark the roſe-complexton'd laſs 
With her well-pois'd milken pail. 
XXVII. 

Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 
And the cuckow bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 

Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. 
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HYMN; 


FROM TIHOMSON'S SBASONs. 


MIESE, as they change, Almighty Father! thefe 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 

I full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 

Thy beauty walks, Thy tenderneis and love. 
Wide fluſh the fields; the foltening ar is balm; 
Echo the mountains round; the foreſt files; 
And every ſenſe, and every heart is joy. 

Then comes Thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat retulgent. Then Thy fan 
Shoots full perfeftion through the ſwelling year: 
And oft Thy voice in dreadtul thunder ſpeaks 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brook, and groves in hollow-whifpering gales. 
Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 

And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 

In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ſtorms 
Around Thee thrown ! tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll'd ! 
Majeſtic darkneſs! On the whirlwind's wing 
Riding ſublime, Thou bid'it the world adore, 

And humbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt. 


My ſterious round! what ſkill, what force divine, 
Deep felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 
Yet fo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 
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Such beauty and beneficence combin'd, 

Shade unperceiv'd, fo ſoft'ning into ſhade, 

And all fo forming an harmonious whole, 

That, as they {till ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 

But wandering oft', with brute unconſcious gaze, 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 

That, ever buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres, 

Works in the ſecret deep, ſhoots ſtreaming thence 

The fair profuſion that o'er ſpreads the Spring ! 

Flings from the ſun, direct, the flaming day, 

Feeds every creature, hurls the tempeſt forth ; 

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 

With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 
Nature, attend ! join every living ſoul 

Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 

In adoration join, and, ardent, raiſe 

One general ſong! to Him, ye vocal Glades! 

Breathe ſoft, whole Spirit in your freſhneſs breathes; 

Ohtalk of Him in folitary glooms ! 

Where, o'er the rock, the {carcely-waving pine 

Fills the brown ſhade with a religious awe, 

And ye, whoſe belder note is heard afar, 

Who ſhake th' aſtoniſh'd world, lift high to Heaven 

Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage! 

His praiſe, ye Brooks! attune, ye trembling Kills! 

And let me catch it as I muſc along. 

Ye headlong Torrents! rapid and profound; 

Ye ſofter Floods! that lead the humid maze 
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Along the vale; and thou majeſtic Main! 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 

Sound his ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 

Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 

Soft roll your incenſe, Herbs, and Fruits, and Flowers 
In mingled clouds, to Him, whoſe fun exalts, 
Whoſe breath perfumes yon, and whole pencil paints. 
Ye Foreſls bend; ye Harveſts wave to Him! 
Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in Heaven! as Earth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 

Ye Conſtellations! while your Angels ſtrike, 

Amid the ſpangled ſky, the filver lyre. 

Great Source of day! beſt image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide 

From world to world the vital ocean round, 

On Nature write, with every beam, His praiſe! 
The thunder rolls be huſh'd the proſtrate World, 
While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn. 
Bleat out afreſh, ye Hills! ye moſſy Rocks 

Retain the ſound! the broad reſponſive low, 

Ye Vallies, raiſe! for the Great Shepherd reigns, 
And his unſuffering kingdom yet will come. 

Ye Woodlands all, awake! a boundleſs ſong 

Burſt from the Groves; and, when the reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 

Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela charm 


8 


SELECT POEMS. 


The liſt'ning ſhades, and teach the night His praiſe. 


Ye, chief, from whom the whole creation {miles, 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn! in {warming citics valt, 
Afﬀleaibled Men! to the deep organ join 

At ſolemn pmiſes, through the ſwelling baſe, 
Aid us each mingling flame encreafes each, 

In one united arduur raiſe to Heaven! 

On if you rather cavole the rural ſhade, 

Aud find a ſanc in every ſacred grove; 

There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting Scraph, and the Poet's Jyre, 
Still ling the Cod of Seaſons as they roll. 

For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
V.'hether the bloſſom blows, the Summer ray 


Tlie long-reſounding voice, oft' breaking clear, 


Rulſlets the plain, inſpiring Autumn glcams, 


Or Winter riſes in the blach' ning Kall, 

Be my tongue mute, my Fancy paint no more; 

And, d-ad to joy, forget my heart to beat! 
Should Fate command me to the fartheſt verge 

Of the green earth, to diſtant barb'rous cl:mes, 

Rivers unknown to ſong, where firſt the fun 

Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 

Flames on th* Atlantic Iſles, *tis nought to me; 

Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 

In the void waſte as in the city full! 

And where He vital breathes there mull be joy. 
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When even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 
And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 

I cheerful will obey ; there, with new powers, 
Will riſing wonders ſing. I cannot go 

Where Univerſal Love not {miles around, 
Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns, 
From feeming evils {till educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ſtill, 

In infinite progreſſion. But I loſe 

Myſelf in Him, in Light Ineffable! 

Come, then, expreſſive Silence! muſe his praiſe. 


EDWIN AND EMMA. 


BY DAVID MALLET, ESQ. 


Mark it Ceſario, it is true and plain, 
* The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
% And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
* Do uſe to chant it. It is filly, ſooth, 
« And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age.“ Shakeſpeare's Twelfth Night, 
I, 
AR in the windings of a vale, 
Faſt by a ſhelt'ring wood, 
The ſafe retreat of health and peace, 
An humble cottage flood. 
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There beauteous Emma flouriſh'd fair, 
Bencath a mother's eye: 

Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
To ſee her bleſt—and die. 

. 

The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 
Gave colour to her check : 

Such onent colour {miles through Heav'n, 
When vernal mornings break. 


IV. 
Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 


This charmer of the plains: 
That ſun who bids her diamond blaze, 
10 paint our hly deigus. 
V. | 
Long had ſhe fill'd each youth with love, 
Each maiden with deſpair; 
And though by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


VI. 
Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains 
A foul devoid of art ; 
And from whoſe eye, ſerencly mild, 
 Shone forth the feeling heart. 
VII. 
A mutual flame was quickly caught 
Was quickly too reveal'd, 
C3 
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For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 


VIII. 
What happy hours of home-felt blifs 
Did love on both beſtow ! 
But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where fortune proves a for. 


IX. 
His ſiſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 
To work them harm, with wicked ſlull, 
Each darker art employ 'd. 


X. 
The father, too, a ſordid man, 


Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all unfeeling as the clod 
From whence has riches grew. 


XI. 
Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And faw it long unmov'd : 
Then, with a father's frown, at lait 
He ſternly diſapprov'd. 


XII. 

In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Of diff ring paſſions ſtrove : 
His heart, that durſt not diſobey, 
Yet could not ceaſe to love. 
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Deny'd her ſight, he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, 

To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 


XIV. 
Oft, too, on Stanmore's wint'ry waſte, 
Beneath the moonlight ſhade, 
In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd foul, 
The midnight mourner ſtray'd. 


XV. | 
His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale o'er caſt ; 
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So fades the freſh roſe in its prime, 
Before the northern blaſt. b 
XVI. N 


The parents, now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed; 
And weary' d Heav'n with fruitleſs vows, 

And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed. _ 


| XVII. | 
'Tis paſt, he cry'd=but if your ſouls 

Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 

What they muſt ever love ! 


XVIII. 
She came! his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 


And bath'd with many a tear: 
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Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear, 


| XIX. 
But oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel ſiſter he! 
For bade what Emma came to ſay ; 
„My Edwin live for me!“ 


XX. 
Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 
The church-xard path along, 
The blait blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her lover's funcral ſong. 
3 XXI. | 
Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her itartling fancy found, 
In every buſh, his hovering ſhade, 
His groan in every found. 


XXII. | 
Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe pa!s'd 
The viſionary vale —— 
When, lo! the death-bell ſmotc her car, 
Sad founding in the gale |! 


| XXIII. | 
Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſep, 
Her aged mother's door 
He's gone, ſhe cry'd! and I {hall fee 
That angel-face no more 
| I 
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I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my fide— 

From her white arm down ſunk her head 
She, ſhivering—ſigh'd and died. 


— 


ACONTEMPLATION 
ON NIGHT. 
SY SAT 


"HETHER amid the gloom of Night I ſtray, 

Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my ſenſe 
Of an all-wiſe, all-powerful Providence. 


When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of Night, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their livery wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year; 
The blooming flow'rs with op' ning beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow ; 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 

And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies. 
But when the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all Nature mourns: 
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The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
But weep, in de wy tears, their beauty loſt ; 

No diſtant laudſcapes draw our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in Niglit's robe the whole creation lics : 
Yet i!], even now, while darkneſs clothes the lard, 
We view the traces of thi Al mighty hand; 
Millions of lars in Heaven's wide vault apocar, 
And with new glones hang the boundicls ſphere ; 
The ſilver Moon her weſtern couch torlakes, 
And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes; 
Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend 
Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare = 
Yet all his ſy ſtems but conjettures are; 

But this we know, that Heav*n's eternal King, 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

Can, at his word, bid num'rous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th? all- powerful word ſhall hear, 

When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 
To other lands a riſing day he lends; 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe; 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil, 
While we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light ; 
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And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun ſorſakes, 

With us again the roſy morning wakes ; 

In lazy fleep the night rolls ſwift away, 
And neither clime laments his ablent ray. 
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When the pure foul is from the body flown, 
No more fthall Night's alternate reign be known 
'The fun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 

But from a' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh! may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy. 

| The {lars ſhall drop, the fun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God! for ever ſhine the ſame. 
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| ITH each perfection dawning on her mind, 
All beauty's treaſure op' ning on her check, 
Each flatt'ring hope ſubdu'd, each wiſh reſign'd, 
Does gay Ophelia this lone manſion ſeek. 


Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forſake 

The paths thy birth and fortune ſtrew with flow'rs f 
Through nature's kind endearing ties to break, 

And walle in cloilter'd walls thy penſive hours ? 
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Let ſober thought reſtrain thine erring zeal, 
That guides thy footſteps to the veſtal gate, 
Leſt thy foft heart, (this friendſhip bids reveal) 


Like mine, unbleſt, ſhould mourn, like mine, too lata. 


Does ſome angelic lonely-whiſp'ring voice, 
Some ſacred impulſe, or ſome dream divine, 

Approve the diftates of thy early choice? 
Approach with confidence the awful ſhrine. 


There, kneeling at yon altar's marble baſe, 

_ (While ſtreams of rapture from thine eye-lid ſteal, 

And ſmiling Heav'n illumes thy ſoul with grace) 
Pronounce the vow thou never canſt repeal. 


Yet, if miſled by falſe entitled friends, 

Who fay—** That Peace, with all her comely train, 
% From ſtarry regions to his clime deſcends. 

+ Smooths every frown, and ſoftens every pain: 


That veſtals tread Contentment's flow'ry lawn, 
«© Approv'd of Innocence, by Health careſt: 
% That, rob'd in colours bright, by Fancy drawn, 
6 Celeſtial Hope fits ſmiling at their breaſt ;'? 


SuſpeR their ſyren ſong and artful ſtyle, ceal. 
Their pleaſing ſounds {ome treachꝰ rous thought con · 

Full oft does pride with ſainted voice beguile, 

And ſorbid int'reſt wear the maſk of zeal. 
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Lo! Diſcord enters at the ſacred porch, 


Yet then what ſolemn ſcenes deceiv'd my choice, 
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A ty rant abbeſs here perchance may reign, 
Who, fond of pow'r, aſfects the imperial nol, 

Looks down diſdainful on her female train, 
And rules che clotfter with an iron rod. 


Reflection ſickens at the liſe-lon tie, 
Black-glancing Mem'ry acts her buſy part, 
It's charms the World unfolds to Fancy's eye, 
And ſheds allurement on the wiſhful heart, 


Rage in her frown, and terror on her creſt : 
Ev'n at the hallow'd lamps ſhe lights her torcl, 
And holds it flaming to each virgin breaſt, 


But, fince the legends of monaſtic bliſs 

By fraud are fabled, and by youth. believ'd, 
Unbought experience learn from my diſtreſs, 
Ohl mark my lot, and be no more deceiv'd. 


Three luſtres ſcarce with haſty wings were fled, 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend, 
A thoughtleſs victim to the temple led, 
And (bluſh, ye parents !) by a father's hand. 


The pealing organ's animating ſound, 
The choral virgm's captivating voice, 
The blazing altar, and the prieſts around; 
, D 
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he train of youths array'd in pureſt white, 
Who ſcatter'd myrtles as I paſs'd along; 

he thouſand lamps that pour'd a flood of light, 
The kiſs of peace from all the veſtal throng : 


e golden cenſer toſs'd with graceful hand, 
Whole fragrant breath Arabian odour ſhed: 
Of meck-ey'd novices the circling band, 

With blooming chaplets wove around their head. 


| 
#8 
| 
| ' 


' 
| My ſmiling ſoul was caught in rapture's flame, 
{ While ſacred ardour glow'd in ev'ry vein : 
Methought applauding angels ſung my name, 


And heaven's unſulbed glories gilt the fane. 


— — ns. 


This temporary tranſport ſoon expir'd, 

My drooping heart confeſs'd a dreadful void: 
E'er fince, alas! abandon'd, uninſpir'd, 

I tread this dome to miſery allied. 


No wakening joy informs my ſullen breaſt, 
Through opening ſkies no radiant ſeraph ſmiles ; 
No faint deſcends to ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
No dream of bliſs the dreary night beguiles. 


1 
— tes eo eh — 
—— —— — 


— 


Here haggard Diſcontent ſtill haunts my view; 
The ſombre Genius reigns in ev'ry place; 


Arrays each virtue in the darkeſt hue, 
Chills my prayer, and cancels ev'ry grace. 


— —— en Ye et. 
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I meet her ever in the cheerleſs cell, 
The gloomy grotto, and unſocial wood: 
I hear her ever in the midnight bell, 


The hollow galcs, and hoarſe-refoundingglood, 


This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow, 
(The fad remembrance Time ſhall user eraſe) 
When having ſeal'd th' irrevn en ble vow, 


I hafter'd to receive ker laſt embrace. 


Full wal he then prefa, 'd my wretched fate, 
Ti unckoppy moments of cach future day; 
Wh nlock'd within this terror-ſhedding grate, 

. jov=deſerted tal would pine away. 


Yet neer did her maternal voice unfold y 


This cloif 1d ſcene in all its horror dreſt; ie 
Nor did {he then my trembling ſteps with-hold, 
When here I enter'd a reluctant gueſt. 


Ah! could ſhe view her only child betray'd, 
And let ſubmiſſion o'er her love prevail; 
TH unfeeling prieſt, why did ſhe not upbraid ? 

Forbid the vow, and rend the hov'ring veil P 


Alas! ſhe might not—her relentleſs lord 
Had ſeal'd her lips, and chid her ſtreaming tear; 
So anguiſh in her breaſt conceal'd its hoard, 
And all the mother ſunk in dumb deſpair, 
D 2 
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But thou, who own'lt afather's ſacred name, 
What act impell'd thee to this ruthleſs deed ? 
What crime had forfeited my filial claim? 
And given (oh blaſting thought!) thy heart to bleed, 


If then thine injur'd child deſerve thy care, 

Oh hate, and bear ker from this loneſome gloom ! 
In varn—no words can footh his rigid ear; 

And Gollia's laws ave rivetted my doom. 


Ye cloiſter'd fair=-ye cenſure-hreathing ſtints, 
Supprets your taunts, and learn at length to ſpare, 

Thovgh mid theſe holy walls I vent my plaints, 
And give to ſorrow what is due to pray'r! 


T ited not to this manſion's deep receſs 

To veil the bluſhes of a guilty ſhame, 
The tenor of an ill-ſpent life redreſs, 

And ſnatch from infamy a finking name. 


Yet let me to my fate ſubmiſſive bo-; 
From fatal ſymptoms, if I right conceive, 
This ſtream, Ophelia, has not long to flow; 
This voice to murmur, and this breaſt to heave. 


Ah! when extended on th' untimely bier, 

To yonder vault this form ſhall be convey'd, 
Thow lt not refuſe to ſhed one grateful tear, 
And breathe the requiem to my flecting ſhade. 
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With pious footſtep join the ſable train, 4 
As throughthe length'ning aiſle they take their way, 4 
A glimmering taper let thy hand ſuſtain, | 

Thy ſoothing voice attune the funeral lay: 
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Bchold the miniſter who lately gave 
The ſacred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 
(More friendly office) bending o'er my grave, | 
And ſprinking my remains with hallow'd dew. , 


As o'er the corſe he firews the rattling duſt, 
The ſterneſt heart will raiſe compaſſion's ſigh : 
Ex'n then, no longer to his child unjuſt, 
The tears may tickle from a father's eye. 


HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 
BY THOMSON, 


' AIL, mildy-pleafing Solitude! 
Companion of the wiſe and good; 
But from whoſe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 


Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the 2 — hearts, 
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A thouſand ſhapes you wear with caſe, 
And ſtill in ev'ry ſhape you pleaſe. 
Now warpt in ſome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſcem; | 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you {weep the vaulted ſky, 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 
Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom, 
As, with her Muſidora, ſhe 
(Her Mufidora fond of thee) 

Amid the long-withdrawing vale 
Awakes the nval'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent role is born; 

And while meridian fervors beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat: 
But chief, when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine! 


Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage and ſwain; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd, 


Before thee liſts her fearleſs head: 
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Relizion's beams around thee ſhine, 

Aud cheer thy glooms with light divine: 
About thee iports {weet Liberty; 

And rapt Urania fings to thee, 


Oh! let me pierce thy ſecret cell, 1 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. | 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 

When Meditation has her fill, 

I juſt may caſt my carelefs eyes, 
Vhere London's ſpiry turrets riſe, 4 
Think of its crunes, its cares, its pain, | 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. 


ODE TO SENSIBILITY. i 
Tn ANKS to thee, Nymph, whoſe powers | 
ful hand 


From dullneſs ſet me free; 
Thy praiſes I'll for ever ſing, 
Sweet Senſibility! | 


Thy touch fo gentle and benign; 
Revives the torpid heart ; 

Thou pleaſure canſt from pain refine, 
To joys new joy impart, 
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By thee the gawdy rainbow ſhows 
More beauties to the eye, 


By thee more ſweetly ſmells the roſe, 
And boaſts a brighter dye. 


By thee I taſte the luſcious ſweets 
Of Chloe's nectar'd kiſs; 

By thee I laugh, or cheerful ſing, 
And ſeize each tranſient bliſs. 


When Chloe tunes her liquid —_ 
Or tries ſoft muſic's art, 

By thee the ſounds melodious pierce, 
Like lightning, to the heart. 


By thee the poct's charming lays 
Our various paſſions move, 

Now fire the ſoul with rage, or melt 
Topity or to love. 


By thee the ſcientific page 
The ſcholar's eye delights: 

By thee he ſhares the feaſt of wit, 
Or Wit himſelf indites. 


With thee we taſte the joys of wine, 
Of friendſhip, and of love; | 
When thou art gone we lonely pine 
Or melancholy rove. 
. | 
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A PASTORAL. 
BY CUNNINGHAM. 


Oe? moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and 
As vilder'd and wearied I roam, bare, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me v'cr lawns to her home. 


Yellow ſheaf; from rich Ceres her cottage hadcrown'd, 
Green ruſhes were Hrew'd on her floor, 

Her caſements, fect woodbincs, crept wantonly round, 

[ And deck'd che ſod feats at her door. 


ö 
| We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, | f 
Freſh fruits !—and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whillt, thrownfrom my guard by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt. 


I told my ſoft wiſhes— ſhe {weetly replied, i 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine !) # 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd ; 
Vet take me, fond ſhepherd=I'm thine. 


| Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, 

I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
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Now jocund together we terd a fery ſheep, 
And if—on the banks by the ſtream, 

Reclis'd on her boſom I firk into ſlecp, 
Her image {ii} ſoftens my dream. 


Tog ther we rapge o'er the flow riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, 


Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtills, 


And mark out new themes for my mule. 


To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 


The dainſel's of humble deſcent; 
The cottager, Peace, is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her—Content. 


q 


A PRAYER 
FOR INDIFFERENCE. 
BY MRS. GREVILLE. 
FT I've implor'd the gods in vain, 
And pray'd till I've been weary ; 


For once I'll try my wiſh to gain 
Of Oberon the fairy, 
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Sweet airy bcing, wanton ſprite, 
That lurk'ſt in woods unſeen, 
And oft by Cynthia's ſilver light 
Tripp'ſt gaily o'cr the green; 


If &er thy pityicg heart was mov'd, 
As ancient ſtories tell, 

And for th' Atheman maid who lov'd, 
Thou ſought'ſt a wond”rous ſpell; 


Oh! deign once more t' exert thy power 


Haply ſome herb or tree, 
Sov'reigu as juice of weſtern flower, 
Conccals a balm for me. 


I aſk no kind return of love, 
No tempting charms to pleaſe : 


Far fromthe heart thole gifts remove, 


That ſighs for peace and eaſe. 


Nor peace nor eaſe the heart can know, 
Which, like the needle true, 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 
But, turning, trembles too. 


Far as diſtreſs the ſoul can wound, 
Tis pain in each degree: 

Tis bliſs but to a certain bound; 
Beyond is agony. 
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Take then this treacherous ſenſe of mine, 
Which dooms me ſtill to {mart ; 
Which pleaſure can to pain refine, 
To pains new pangs impart. 


Oh ! haſte to ſhed the ſacred balm ; 
My ſhatter'd nerves new ſtring; 

And for my gueſt, ſerenely calm, 
Thy nymph, Indifference, bring. 


At her approach ſee Hope, ſee Fear, 
See Expectation fly ; 

And Diſappointment in the rear, | 

That blaſts the promis'd joy. | | 


The tear which Pity taught to flow, 1 
The eye ſhall then diſown; | 
The heart that melts for others woe, | 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 


The wounds which nowezch moment bleed; 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe, 
And tranquil days ſhall ſtill ſucceed | 


To nights of calm repoſe. | 
O fairy elf! but grant me this, | 
This one kind comfort ſend 1 
And ſo may never- fading bliſs ” 


Thy flow'ry paths attend. 
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So may the glow-worm's glimm'ring light 
Thy tiny footſteps lead 

To ſome new region of delight, . 
Unknown to mortal tread, 
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by 

And he thy acorn goblet 1d [ 
With heav'ns ambroſial dew; 4 
From ſweeteſl, freſheſt, flow'rs diſtill'd, I 
That ſhed freſh fweets Tor you, J 


And what of life remains for me, 
Pil pals in {uber eaſe; 

Half pleas'd, contented will I be, 
Content but half to pleaſe. 


— ͥ —ͤ  V——— 


ON THE 
IMMORTALITY 
OF T II E 
. 


IF we with brutes null flare a common fate, 
Nor quit this cartiily for a better ſlate, 

If cruel death deiltroys ihe thinking part, 

And likes the ſpirit as it firikes the heart, 

Say, to what purpole was our reaſon given, 

Realon, the greateſt, nobleſt gift of heaven? 
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Say, who would ever be upon their guard 
»Gainſt vice, if vintue mects with no reward? 
Much happier does the libertine appear, 
Who drinks of plealure's cup without a fear: 
His dam s are jovial, ev'ry ſcene is gay, 

And in amuſements paſs his time away; 
Till the lafl period of his life is come, 

And death condutis him to the ſilent tomb. 
Turn ſrom this picture of earth's happy man, 
And let us that of virtue's vot aries ſcan: 

See merit oft expos'd to envious hate, 

The frowns of fortune, and the ſtorms of ſate: 
See the good man by dire misfortune led, 
Subſervient to the wealthy fool for bread : 
There often doom'd to hear what gives offence 
To truth, morality, and common ſenſe: 
*Till worn with ſorrow, and by grief oppreſt, 
The weary foul ſighs for its promis'd reſt, 
And, like the hireling working for its pay, 
Welcomes the evening of a toilſome day. 

If this be true, what greater proof can riſe 
That virtue blooms but in her native ſkies? 


The charming plant, here nurs'd with tender care, 
By death tranſplanted, yields its produce there. 


This thought alone can the good man ſuſtain, 
And give him eaſe in poverty and pain. 


Who will not calmly bear ſtern fortune's frown, 
That knows he ſoon ſhall again a heav'nly crown ? 


ww 
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Who does on ſublunary bliſs depend, 

That hopes a happineſs which ne'er {hall end? 
Have courage then, ye meritoricus few, 

Whom ſtrong temptations labour to ſubdue, 
Fight the good fight, pid with life's lateſt breath, 
Prove glonous victors over Sin ard Death, 


ODE IN EELFRIDA. 
BY -MNASON, 


AIL to ty living light, 

Ambrofial Morn! all hail thy roſeate ray! 
That bids gay nature all ker charms diſplay 

In varicd beauty bright! 
That bids each dewy-ſpangled flow'ret rife, 
And dart around its vermeil dyes; 
Bids ſilver luſtre grace you” ſparkling tide, 
That winding warbles down the mountain's fide. 
Away, ye goblins all! 

Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt; 


Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your ſecret haunt 


Beſide ſome lonely wall, 
Or ſhatter'd ruin of a moſs-grown tow'r, 
Where, at pale midnig ht's flilleſt hour, 
Through each rough chi k the folemn erb of night 
Pours momcutary glcams of trembling light, 
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Away, ye elves, away! 


Shrink at ambroſial Morning's living ray 3 
That living ray, whoſe pow'r benign 

Unfolds the ſcnne of glory to our eye, 
Where, thron'd in ortleſs majeſty, 
The cherub Beauty fits on Nature's ruſtic ſhrine. 


HYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 


OVELY, laſting Peace of mind! 
ye delight of Human kind! 
Heav'n!y born and bred on high, 
To crown the fav*rites of the ſky 
With more of happineſs below 
Than vi Ars in a triumph know! 
Whither, O whither art thou fled, 
To lay thy mcek contented head? 
What happy region doſt thou plcaſe 
To make the ſeats of calm and caſe ? 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 
Of pomp and ſlate, to meet thee there. 
ncrealing Avarice would find 
Tby preſence in its gold enſhrin'd. 
The bold advent'rer ploughs his way 
Tizcough rocks, amidſt the foaming lea, 
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To gain thy love; and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The ſilent heart which grief affails, 
Treads foft and loneſome o'er the vales, 
Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 

And ſ:eks (as I have vainly done) 
Amuſing thought; but learns to know 
That Solitude's the nurſe of woe. 

No real happinels is found 

In trailing purple o'er the ground; 
Or, in a foul exalted high 


To rang the circuit of the (ky; 


Converſe with ſtars above, and know 
All nature in its forms below; 
Therel! it fecks in ſecking dies, 
And doubts at lait for knowledge riſe. 
Lovely, laſting Peace, appear! 


This world itſelf, if thou art here, 


Is once again with Eden bleſt, 
And man contains it in his breaſt. 
Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 
I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 


Ide branches whiſper as they wav'd: 


It deem'd as all the quiet place 
Confeſs'd the preſence of the Grace. 
When thus ſhe ſpoke—Go rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill, 
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Row Cod and bring thy heart to know 

The joys which from religion flow: 

Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 

And I''t be there to crown the reſt. 

C1! by vonder molly ſeat, 

In y hours of tweet retreat, 

Nincht I thus my foul employ, 

Mich ſenſe of gratitude and joy: 

Rais'd as ancient prophets were 

In heavenly villon, praiſe and prayer: 

Plexfirg all men, harting none, 

Plcas'd and bleit with God alone: 

Then, while the gardens take my fight, 

With all the colours of delight; 

While filver waters glide along, 

To pleaſe my ear and court my ſong ; 

T'!1 ft my voice and tune my firing, 

Ard Thee, great Source of Nature, ſing, 
The ſun, that walks his airy way, | 

To licht the world, and give the day; 

The moon that ſhines with borrow'd light; 

The itars that gild the gloomy night ; 

The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves; 

The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves; 

The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treaſure of the plain; 

All of theſe, and all I ſee, | 

Should be ſung, and ſung by me! 
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They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 
But want and aſk the tongue of man. 

Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your buſy or your vain extremes, 
And find a life of equal bliſs, 

Or own the next begun in this. 


mmm . — 
1 II E 
COUNTRY-BOX, 1757. 
BY ROBERT LLOYD, A.M. 


Vos ſapere et ſolus aio bene viwere, quorum, 
Conſpicitur nitidis fundata pecunia villis. Hor, 


FT HE wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
- Now wiſhes for the rural ſhade, 
And buckles to his one-horſe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare ; 
While wedg'd in cloſely by his {ide 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
With Jacky on a ſtool before em, 
And out they jog in due decorum, 
Scarce paſt the turnpike half a mile, 
How all the country ſeems to ſmile ! 
And as they ſlowly jog together, 
The Cit commends the road and weather; 
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While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry houſe ſhe fees, 
Admires its views, its ſituation, 
And thus ſhe opens her oration: 
What ſignify the loads of wealth, 
Without that richeſt jewel, health ? 
Excuſe the fordncls of a wife, 
Who doats upon your precious life ! 
Such ceaſelcls toil, fuch conſtant care, 
Is more than human firength can bear ! 
One may obſerve i in your face— 


Indeed, my dear, you break apace: 


And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe and country air. 
Sir Traffic has a houſe, you know, 
About a mile from Cheynoy-row 
He's a good man, indeed 'tis true, 
But not ſo warm my dear, as you: 


And folks are always apt to ſneer 


One would not be out-done, my dear! 
Sir Traffic's name fo well apply'd 
Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride; 

And Thrifty, who had all his lite 
Paid utmoſt deference to his wife, 
Conicſs'd her argument had reaſon. 
And by th' approaching fummer ſeaſon 
Draws a few hundreds from the ſtocks, 
And purchaſes his Country-Box. 
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Some three or four miles out of town 

(An hour's ride will bring you down) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road: 
And ſo convenient does it lay, 
The ſages paſs it ev'ry day: 
And then ſo ſnug, ſo mighty pretty, 
To have a houſe fo near the city ! 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're ſet down at the very door. 


Well then, ſuppoſe them fix'd at laſt, 


White-waſhing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt, 


Hugging themſelves in caſe and clover, 
With all the fuls of moving over; 
Lo! a new heap of whims are bred, 
And wanton in my lady's head, 
Well, to be fare, it muſt be own'd, 
It is a charming ſpot of ground; 
So ſweet a diſtance for a ride, 

And all about ſo countrificd! 

*T would come to but a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradiſe. 

I cannot bear thoſe naſty rails, 
Thoſe ugly broken mouldy pales: 
Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theſe, 
We build a railing, all Chineſe : 
Although one hates to be expos'd, 
'Tis diſmal to be thus enclos'd; 
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One hare]: any object ſees— 
I with you'd fell thoſe odious trees. 
Objects continual paſhng by . 
Were ſomething to amuſe the eye. 
But to be pent within the walls 
One miglit as well he at St. Paul's, 
Our houle bebolders would adore, 
Was there a level lawn before; 
Nothing its views to incommode, 
But zuite laid open to the road! 
Whiic ev'ry traveller, in amaze, 
Should on our little manfion gaze, 
And pointing to the choice retreat, 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's country ſeat. 
No doubt her arguments prevail, 
For Madam's taſle can never fail. 

teſt age! when all men may procure 
The title of a connoiſſeur; 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern'd by a ſingle word 
Though, like the royal German dames, 
It bears an hundred Chriſtian names ; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je ne ſcai quoi, Virtu: 
Which appellations all deſeribe 
Taſte, and the modern taſte ful tribe. 


Now bricklay*rs, carpenters, and joiners, | 


With Chanele artiſls, and deſigners, 
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Produce their ſchemes of alteration, 
To work this wond* rons reformation 
The uſeful dome, which ſecret ſtood, 
Emboſom'd in the yew-tree'; wood, 
The trav'ller with aw © ement {e-s 
A temple, Gothic or Chincle, 
With many a bell and ta dry rag on, 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon. 
A wooden arch is bent aſt ride 
A ditch of water four feet wide, 
With angles, curves, zigzag lines 
From Halfpenny* exact deſigns, 
In front, a level lawn is ſeen, 
Wichout a ſhrub upon the green, 
Where Taſte would want its firſt great law, 
But for the ſkulking, fly ha-ha, 
By whole miraculous aſſiſtance, 
You gain a proſpe& two fields diſtance, 
And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 
The gods of Athens and of Rome. 
Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumſy Graces; 
Apollo there, with aim fo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 
And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd, 
All own that Thrifty has a taſte; 


| 
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And Madam's female friends and couſins, 
Wich Common-council men, by dozens, 
Flock ev*ry Sunday to the ſeat, 
To ſtare about them, and to cat. 


HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 


BY GRAY. 


AUGHTER of Jove, relentleſs power! 

Thou tamer of inc human breaſt, 

Whoſe iron ſcourge and toit'ring hour 

The bad affright, afflict the beſt! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to taſte of pain; 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 
When firſt thy Sire to ſend on earth 

Virtue, his darl'ng child, deſign'd, 

To thee he gave the heav'nly birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind. 

Stern, rugged nurſe! thy rigid lore 

With patience many a year {he bore: 

What ſorrow was, thou badſt her know, | 

And from her own ſhe learn'd to melt at others woe. 
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Sear'd at thy frown terrific, fly | 
Seif-pleahng Folly's idle brood, 
Wild Haghter, noiſe, and thoughtleſs jor, 
And leave us leiſure to be good. ; 
Light they diſperſe, and with them go 
The ſummer friend, the flatt'ring foe ; 
By vam Proſperity receiv'd, 
To her they vow their truth, and are again belicv'd. 
Wiſdom, in fable garb array'd, 


Immers'd in rapt'rous thought ei 


And Melancholy, ſilent maid, 

With leaden eye that loves the ground, 
Still on thy folemn ſteps attend; 
Warm Charity, the gen ral friend, 


ich Tullice, to herſelf ſevere, 


And Pity dropping ſoſt the ſadly-pleaſing tear, 
Oh, gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 


Dread Goddeſs, lay thy cha{lning hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 


Nor circled with the vengeful band 
(As by the impious thou art feen,) 
With thund'ring voice, and threat'ning mien, 
With ſcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Deſpair, and fell Diſeaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty. 
Thy form benign, oh Goddeſs! wear, 
Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philoſophic train be there, 
To loften, not to wound my heart. 
| | F 
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The gen'rous ſpark extinct revive, 

Teach me to love and to forgive, 

Exact my own gefetts to ſcan, 

What others are, to feel, and know myſelf a man. 


RE as 1 9 ET Th © 
A SACRED ECLOGUE. 
BY POPE. 


E nymphs of Solima! begin the ſong: 
To heav'nly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſſy fountains, and the ſy lvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aorian maids 
Delight no more O thou my voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the Bard begun: 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a fon! 
From ſeſſe's root, behold a branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the Kies: 
Th” zthereal Spirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſt:c Dove. 
Ye Heav*®ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in loft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! 
The fick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from hcat a ſhade ; 
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All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fil; 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-roh'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn! 
Oh, ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe! be born! 
See Nature haſtes her carlic{t wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 
Sce lofty Lebanon his head advance, 
See nodding foreſis on the mountains dance: 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Sharon riſe, 
And Caimcrs flow'ry top puifuuics tic ſkis? 
Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſert cheers; 
Prepare the way! a God, a God appears! 
A God! a God! the vocal hills reply ; 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity, 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending ſkies! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and ye vallics riſe! 
Wich heads decliu'd, ye cedars homage pay! 
Be ſmooth, ye rocks! ye rapid floods, give way ! 
The Saviour comes! by ancicnt bards foretold: 
Hear him, ye deaf! and all ye blind, behold! 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 
*Tis He th* obſt ructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th' unfolding ear: 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap, exulting, like the bounding roe. 
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No figh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 
From ev*ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear: 

In adamantine chains {h:ll death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant fel th? eternal wound. 
As the good ſhopherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt palture and the pureſt air, 
Exnlores the loit, the wand*ring ſheep directs, 
By day o'crlees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lanbs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms 
Thus ſaall mackind hs guardian care engage. 
Tc promis e Father of the future age. 
No more ſhall nation agauft nation riſe, 


Nor ardent warriors meet, with hateful eyes; 


Nor fields wich gleaming fleel be cover'd o'er; 
The brazcn truwpcts kindle rage'no more; 
But uſelels lances itt ſcy ches ſhall bend, 

And the broad faulchion in a plow-ſhare end: 
Then palaces {hall riſe; the joyful fon 

Shall fuuſh what his ſnort-liv'd fire begun 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 


And the ſame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the field, 


The ſwain in barren deferts with ſurprize 
Secs lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure ric ; 
And ſtarts amidil the thirſty wilds to hear 


New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 


On riſted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 


The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods, 
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Waſte ſandy vallies, once perplex'd with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn; 
To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
The creſted baſiliſk and fpeckled ſnake, 
Pleas'd the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 
And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Rife, crowr'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe! 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 
See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn; 
Sce future ſons and daughters, yet unborn, 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry ſide ariſe, 
Demanding life, impatient for the ſkics! 
See barb” rous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate kings, 
And heap'd with products of Sabzan ſprings! 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſls blow, 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
' See Heav'n us ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day! | 
No more the rifing ſun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn; 
F 3 
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But loft, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O'crflow thy courts: the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day he thine! 

The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to uit, and mountains melt away; 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving power remains! 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns! 


——— 


AN INQUIRY 


AFTER HAPPINESS. 


BY MISS CARTER. 
Tur midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles 


O'er nature's ſoft repoſe; 5 
No lowing cloud obſcures the ſky, 
Nor ruifling tempeſt blows. 


Now ev'ry paſſion ſinks to reſt, 
The throbbing heart lies ſtill; 
And varying ſchemes of life no more 
Diſtract the lab'ring will. 


In ſilence huſn'd, to Reaſon's voice, 
Attends each ia tal pow?r: 
Come, dear Emili and enjoy 
Re llection's fv) ite hour, 
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Come; while the peaceful ſcene invites, 
Let's ſearch this ample round, 

Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 
Of Happineſs be found? 


Does it amidſſ the frolic mirth 
Of gay aſſemblies dwe!! ? 

Or hide beneath the lolemn gloom, 
That ſhades the hermit's cell!“ 


How oft the laughing brow of joy, 
A ſick'ning heart conceals! 

And through the cloiſter's deep receſs, 
Invading forrow {tea!s. 


In vain through beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive we trace; 

I: dwells not in the faichleſs ſmile, 
That brightens Clodio's face. 


Perhaps the joy to theſe deny'd, 
The heart in friendſhip finds: 

Ah! dear delufion, gay conceit 
Of viſionary minds! 


Howe*er our varying notions rove, 
Yet all agree in one, 

To place its being in ſome ate, 
At diſtance from our own, 


8 68 
9 


| 
| 
5 


SELECT POEMS. 


O blind to each indulgent aim, 
Of pow'r ſupremely wiſe; 

Who fancy Happineſs in ought 
The hand of Heav'n denies ! 


Vain is alike the joy we ſeek, 
And vain what we poſſeſs, 

Uulets harmonious Reafon tunes 
The paſſions into peace. 


To temper'd wiſhes, juſt deſires, 
Is Happineſs confin'd ; 

And, deaf to Folly's call, attends 
The muſic of the mind. 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT 


IN A THUNDER STORM. 


| BV THE SAME. 
E coward Guilt, with pallid Fear, 
To ſhelt'ring caverns fly, 
And juſtly dread the vengeful fate, 
That thunders through the ſky. 


Protected by that Hand, whoſe law 
The threat'ning ſtorms obey, 
Intrepid Virtue ſmiles ſecure, 
As in the blaze of day. 
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In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom, 
The lightning's lurid glare, 

It views the ſame all- gracious Power, 
That breathes the vernal air. 


Through nature's ever-vary ing ſcene, 
By different ways purſu'd, 

The one eternal end of Heav'n 
Is univerſal good: 


With like beneficent effect, 
O'er flaming æther glows, 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 


Or bluſhes in the role. 


By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fears, 
That vulgar minds moleſt; 

Let no fantaſtic terrors break 
My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 


Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 
Of Providence defend; 

And delegated angels round, 
Their guardian wings extend! 


When through creation's vait expanſe, 
The laſt dread thunders roll; 
Untune the concord of the ſpheres, 


And ſhake the riſing ſoul: 
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Unmov'd, may'ſt thou the final ſtorm 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 
That uſhers in the glad ſerene 
Of everlaſting day ! 


THE EVENING WALK. 
BY THE SAME. 


OW ſweet the calm of this ſequeſter'd ſhore, 
Where ebbing waters mulically roll; 
And ſolitude, and ſilent eve reſtore, 
The philoſophic temper of the ſoul ! 


The ſighing gale, whoſe murmurs lull to reſt 
The buſy tumult of declining day, 

To {ympathetic quict ſooths the breaſt, 
And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 


Farewell the objects of diurnal care, 
Your taſk be ended with the ſetting ſun: 
Let all be undiſturb'd vacation here, 
While o'er yon wave aſcends the peaceful moon, 


What beauteous viſions o'er the ſoften'd heart, 
In this ſtill moment all their charms diffuſe, 
Screner joys, and brighter hopes impart, 


And cheer the foul with more than mortal views, 
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Hor faichful mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs, 
She bids her fait ideal forms aſcend, 

And quick to ev'ry gladden'd thought reſtores 
The focial vitue, and the abſent friend. 


Come, ******* come, and with me ſhare 
"The ſober pleaſures of this ſolemn ſcene: 
While no rude tempeſt clouds the ruffled air, 
But all, like thee, is ſmiling and ſerene, 


Come, while the cool, the ſolitary hours 
Each foolith care and giddy with controul, 

Vit! all thy foft perfualion's wonted pow'rs 
Beyond the ſtars tran{port my liſt'ning foul, 


Oft, when the earth detain'd by empty ſhow, 
Thy voice has taught the trifler how to riſe ; 

Taught her to look with fcorn on things below, 
And feek her better portion in the ſkies, 


Come, and the ſacred cloquence repeat? 
The world ſhall vaniſh at its gentle lound, 
Angelic forms ſhall viſit this retreat, 
And op'ning Heav'n diſfuſe its glories round, 
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CONTEMPLATION, 
BY THE SAME. 


III LE ſoft through water, earth, and ans, 

The vernal ſpirits rove, 1 
From noiſy joys, and giddy crowds, 
To rural ſcenes remove. | 


The mountain ſnows are all diſfoly'd, 
And huſl'd the bluit ring gale ; 
While fragrant Zephyrs genily breatlie 
Along the flow'ry vale. | "0 
\ 


The circling planets? conflant rounds 
The wintry waſtes repair; 

And ſlill, from temporary dach, 
Renew the verdant year. 


But ah! when once our trauſient bloom, 
The ſpring of lite, is o'er, 

That roſy ſcaſon takes its fliglit, 
And muſt return no more. 


Yet judge by reaſon's ſober rules, 
From falſe opinion free, 
And mark how little pilf'ring years 
Can ſtcal from you or me, - 
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F:ch moral pleaſure of the heart, 
Each laſting charm of truth, 
Depends not on the giddy aid 
Of wild, incouſlant youth, 


The vain coquet, whoſe empty pride 
A tading face ſupplies, 

May juſily dread the wintry gloom, 
Where all its glory dies. 


Leave ſuch a ruin to deplore, 
To fading forms confin'd: 
Nor age nor wrinkles difcompoſe 
One ſ-ature of the mind. 


Araid? the univerſal change 
Unconſcious of decay, | 

It views, unmov'd, the ſcythe of Tims 
Sweep all beſides away. 


Fix'd on its own eternal frame, 
Eternal are its joys: 

White, borne on tranſitory wings, 
Each moital pleaſure flies. 


While ev'ry ſhort-liv'd flow'r of ſenſe 
Deſtructive years conſume, 
Thro' Friendſhip's fair exchanting walks 
Unfading myrtles bloom. | 
G 
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Nor with the narrow bounds of time 
The beauteous proſpect ends, 

But, longthen'd through the vale of death, 
To Paradiſe extends. 


— 
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THE STORT OF LAVINIa. 
FROM THOMSON's SEASONS, 


OON as the morning trembles o'er the fly, 
And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the preading day, 
Before the ripen'd field the reupers fand 

In far array, each by the Is he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and nutigate, 

By nameleſs gentle offices, her toil. 

At once they ſtoop, and {well the luſty ſheaves, 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk, 
The rural ſcandal, and the rural jeſt, 

Fly harmleſs, to decerve the tedious time, 

And ſteal, uufelt, the ſultry hours away. 

Behind the maſter walks, builds up the ſhocks, 
And, conſcious, glancing oft on every ſide 

His fated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners ſpread around, and here and there, 
Spike after ſpike, their ſcanty harveſt pick. 

Re not too narrow, Huſbandmen! but fling 
From the full ſlicaf, with charitable ſtealth, 
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The lib'ral handful. Think, ob, grateful, think! 

How good the Cod of hr5eil is to you, 

Who pours abundance der your flowing fields; 

While theſe inhap py partrars of your kind 

Wide hover round yer: like the fowls of heaven 

Ard aik there hamble dale. he vanons '1irns 

Of fortune ponder; tt your ſons ma“ int 

What now, with hard lactance, fai ve give. 
The levely youn;: Lavinia once had friends, 

Ard fortune ſmil'd deceitful on her buth: 

For, 173 her 5 BIT {3.1 ye ars depri) 'd of ; all, 

Of every Ray lave Innoce:.ce and 2 

She with her widow'd u. 5tacr, feeble, old, 

And poor, 11d in ©. cottag;, for reulr'd 


* 


Ame g the wii: of a woedy 1 _ 
By lolitude 24d d. p ſurroandig tudes, 
But moe bx aſhiul modeſty, n d. 
Toge:\.cr thus they ſhenn'd che cruel ſcorn 
Which Virtve, ſunk to prv-rty, would meet 
From giddy Paſſion and low-minded P ide; 
Almoſt on Nature's common bounty fed, 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content, and care leſs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was freſner than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; unſtain'd and pure, 
As is the lily or the mountain- now. 
The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 
Still on the ground, dejected, darting all 

G 2 


75 


8 SELECT POEMS. 


Their humid beams into the blooming flowers; 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 
Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair proportions on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a fimple robe, their belt attire, 
Beyond the pornp of drefs; for lovelineſs 
Needs not the forcion ad of orrament, 

But is, when unadoru'd, adorn'd the moſt, 
Thouphtleſs of bean, ſhe was Beauty's (elf, 
Recluſe amid the cloſe-embowering woods 

As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 

Beneath the {h-}ter of encircling hills 

A myrtle nſcs, fir from human eye, | 
And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild; 
So flouriſh'd, blooming, and unſeen by all, 
The ſweet Lavinia! till, at length, compell'd 
By flrong Neceſſity's ſupreme command, 
With ſmiling patience in her looks, ſhe went 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains 
Palemon was! the generous, and the rich! 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 

And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian fong 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
When tyrant Cuſtom had not ſhackled mar, 
But free to follow N ure was the mode. 


He then his fancy with Autumnal ſcenes 
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Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper- train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his cyc ; 
Unconſcious of her power, and turning quick, 
Wich unaffected bluſhes, from his gaze : 
FH. faw her charming, but he faw not half 
"The charms her downcaii modeſty conceal'd, 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſeif unknown 
For ſtill the world prevl'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm pb iloſopher can ſcorn, 
S wuld his heart own a gleaner in the field: 
Aud thus in fecret to his foul he fightds 

„What pity ! that fo delicate a form, 
"* By beauty kindled, where enliveniag ſenſe 
An more than valor yoodacls ſeem to dwell, 
„ Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
„Of fome indecent clown! She looks, methinks, 
% Of old Acallo's line, and to my mind 
„ Recalls that patron of my happy life 
© From whom my lib'ral fortune took its riſe, 
„Now to the duſt gone down, his houſes, lands, 
© And once fair-ſpreadin,, family, diſſolv'd. 
is ſaid, that in ſome lone obicure retreat, 
© Utiy' by remembrance {ad, and decent pride, 
© Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days; 
* His aged widow and his daughter live, 
© Whom yet my fruideſs ſ-arch could never find. 
Romantic with! would this the daughter were |”? 
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When fri enquiring, from herſelf he found 

She was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Acaſto; who em ſpeak 
The mingled p: Sh that furpnz” his heart, 
Ard through his nerves in flüv'ring tranſport ran! 
Then blaz'd his nether'd flame , avowd MF boid, 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
Love, Grattude, and Pity, wept at once. 
Cor fus'd and frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 
Her riſing beauties fluſſi'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, paſhonate, and juli, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul : 

And art thou then Acalty's dear remains? 
She, whom my reſtleſs gratitnde has fought 
«© So long in vain? O Heavens! the very fume, 
The ſoſten'd image of my noble friend; 
Alixe his very look, his very feature, 
More elegantly touch'd. Swecter than Spring! 
* Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the rout 
That nouriſn'd up my fortune! Say, ah where, 
In 8 what ſequeſter'd deſert, haſt thou drawn 
The kindeſt aſpect of delighted Heaven? 
Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair, 
Though poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 
FZcat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 
O let me now into a richer {oil 
„ Tranſplant thee ſafe! where vernal ſuns and ſhow. r 
Diffuſe their warmell, largeſt influence; 
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& And of my garden be the pride and joy! 

© Tj] it beſits teu, oh it ul befits 

& Acalto's daughter, his, whole open ſlores, 

„ Fiouh valt, were liale to his ampler heart, 

© The father of a country, thus to pick 

& The very refute of thote Farvel?-trolde, 

& Which from his bounteous biend{iiop I enjoy! 

& Then throw that ſhametul pittance from thy hand, 

„ut ill apply'd to ſuch a ragged taſk; 

„The fields, the maſter, all, my Fair, are thine, 

IF to the various blellings which wy houſe 

„ [113 on me laviſh'd, thou wilt acd that blits, 

© [hat dearcit bliſs, the power of blotting thee 1”? 
Here cex;'d the youth: yet flill his ſpeaking eye 

Exprefs'd the facred tiiumph of his foul, 

With conſcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Above the vulgar joy divinely rad, 

Nor waited he reply, Mon by the charm 

Cf goodneſs wreliitible, and all 

In {weet diforder loſt, the bluſh'd conſent. 

The news immediate to her mother brought, 

While pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 

The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate; 

Amaz'd, and ſcarce believiug what ſhe heard, 

Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam 

Of ſetting life ſhone on her evemng hours: 

Not lefs enraptur'd than the happy pair; 
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Who flourif}d long in tender bliſs, and rear'4 


A rumercus offspring, lovely like the mſelves, 
And good, the grace of all the country round, 


— 
— 1 


THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER, 


BY POPE. 
ATHER of all! in ev'ry age; 


In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
By Saint, by Savaze, and bs Sire, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou great firlt cauſe, lealt underfood, n | 
Who ail my ſchſe confin'd | 

To kuow but this, that thuu art goed 
And that my ſeif am blind. 


Yet gave me, in this dark Tate, 
To fee the good from ill; 

Ard binding nature tall in fate. 
Left lree the hu nan will 


III. 


What conſcience dictates to be done, \ 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more thai hell to ſhun, 

That, more than Heav'n puriuc, 
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What bleſſings Thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not call away; 

For God is paid when man receives; 
T* enjoy is to obey. 


Yet not to earth's contrafied ſpan 
OY goodnels let me bound, 

Or thtak thee Lord alone of min, 
When thoutand worlds ace round, 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Prefume thy bolts to throw, 
Aud Coal damnation round the land 

On each I judge thy foe. 


If I 2m right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtay: 

I! I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent 

At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 

| Or aught thy goodnels lent. 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I fee; 
That mercy 1 to others ſhew, 
That mercy {hcw to me. 
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| Mean though I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by Thy breath; 
O lead me whercſy'er I go, 
Through this day's life or death, 


This day, be bread and peace my lots 
All elfe heneath the ſun, 

Thou know'ft if beſt beſlow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, fea, ſkies? 
One chorus let all beings ralle ! 
All nature's incenſe riſe! 


FRAODVIDENCHE 
AN HY M N 
BY ADDISON. 


1 Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care! 
His preſence ſhall my want ſapply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye; 

My noon-day walk he ſhall attend, 

And all my midwght hours defend, 


n 
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When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mount un pat; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring Reps he leads: 
Where pcaccſul rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the veidant landicape flow. 


Though in the paths of death I tread, 
ich gloomy horrors overfpread, 

JM! ſtedlalt heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill ; 

Ih fnend!y crook ſhall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dreadtul thade, 


Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds J ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile ; 

1 he barren wildernefſs ſhall faule, 

With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And Ilrcams ſhall murmur all around. 
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TGT RA-TIHYTUDHL 
BY TilE SAME, 
W HEN all thy mercies, O my God! 


My ring foul ſurveys; 
Tranſportcd with the view, I'm lot 
In wonder, love, and piaiſe! 


O! how ſhall words with equal warmth 
Thy gratitude declare, 

That glows within ny raviſh'd heart! 
But Thou can'll rcad it there. 


Thy ptovidence my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
When in the ſilent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt, 


To all my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an ear, | 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themſelves in pray 'r. 


Unnumber'd comforts to my foul 
Thy tender care beſlow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd, 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'ds 
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Wilen in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
Wich heedlefs Reps I ran, 
Thine arm, unſeen, convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man, 


Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 
It gently clear'd my way ; 

And through the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. | 


When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With health renew'd my face; 

And, when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 

__ Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 


Thy bounteous hand, with worlely bliſs, 
Has made my cup run o'er; 
And in a kind and faithful friend, 

Has doubled all my ſtore. 


Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts, 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, 

That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. 


Through ev'ry period of my life, 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue; 
And, after death, in diſtant worlds, 

The glorious themes renew. 


-- 4. Adds 
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When nature fails, and day and miglit, 
Divide thy works no more, 
Aly ever-gratcti:i heart, O Lord! 
Thy mercy ſhail adore, 


Through all eternity to thee, 
A joyful fong I'll raiſe; 

For, oh! eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


CRE AT 10K. 
BY THE SAME. 


"HE loſty pillars of the ſkv, 

And {ſpacious concave rais*'d on high; 
Spangled with lars, a ſhining frame, 
Their great original proclaim: | 
Th' unwearicd fun, from day to day, 
Pours knowledge on his golden ray, 

And publiſhes to every land, 
The work of an Almighty hand. 


Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'ning earth, 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 


SELECT POEMS. 


Whilſt all the ftars that round her burn, | 
And all the planets in their turn, 3 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 
Move round the duk terreſtrial ball? 
What though no real voice nor lound, 
Amid their radiant orbs be found? 

In reaſon's car, they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 
The hand that made us is divine.“ 


A WINTER PIECE. 


ADDRESSED: TO THE. DUKE orf DORSET. 
SY  PFLURILIPSPS. 
[ RON frozen climes, and endleſs tracks of ſow, 


From fireams that nothern winds forbid to flow; 
What preſent mall the Muſe te Dorſet briug, 
Or bow, ſo near the pole, attempt to ſing? 
The hgary winter here conceals from fight, 
All pleaſing objects that ito verſe invite. 
The hills and dalcs, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and ſilver-ſlreaming floods, 


II 2 
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By ſnow diſguis'd, in bright confuſion lie, 
And with one dazzling waſte fatigue the eye. 

No gentle-breathing breeze prepares the ſpring, 
No birds within the deſert region ſing. 
The ſhips unmov'd, the boifrous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly, 
The vaſt Leviathan wants room to play, 
And ſpout his waters in the face of day ; 
The ſtarving wolves along the main ſea prowl, 
And to the moon in ig vallies howl. 
For many a ſhining league the level main 
Here ſpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: 
There ſolid billows of enormous ſize, 
Alps of green ice in wild diſorder riſe. 

And yet, but lately, have I ſeen, ev'n here, 
The winter in a lovely drefs appear, 
Ere yet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, 
Or winds begun through hazy ſkies to blow; 
At ev'ning a keen caſtern breeze aroſe, 
And the deſcending rain unſully'd froze. 
Soon as the filent ſhades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to view 
The face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
And brighten'd every object to my eyes: 
For ev'ry ſhrub, and ev'ry blade of graſs, 
And ev'ry pointed thorn, ſeem'd wrought in glaſs; 
In pearls and rubies rich, the hawthorns {how, 


While through the ice the crimſon berries glow, 
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Tie thick-fprung reeds the wat*ry marſhes yield, 
Seem'd poliſh'd lances in a hollile field. 
The flag, in limpid currents, with ſurprize, 
Sees cry ſlal branches on his fore head rife, 
'The ſpre ading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 
Glaz' over, in the freeztug æther ſhine, 
The t:1,,hted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 
That wave and glitter in the diſtant ſun. 
h. Wh il a ſudden gull on wind ariſe, 
The biitile foreſt into atoms Hes: 
tac crackling wood bencach the tempeſt bends, 
And, inal; gle ſhow'r the proſpett ends, 
Or, if a ſouchern gale the region wan 
And by degrees unbind the wintry charm; 
The traveller a miry country lces, 
And journeys fad bencath the dropping trees, 
Like ſome deluded peaſant, Merlin leads 
Through fragrant bow'rs, and through delicious meadsz 
While here enchanted gardens to him riſe, 
And airy fabrics there attract his eyes; 
His wand'ring feet the magie paths purſue, 
And while he thinks the fair illuſion true, 
The trackleſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, „ 
And woods and wilds, and thorny ways appear; 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 
And as he goes the tranſient viſion mourns, 


Copenhagen, March, gth, 170g. 
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THE FIRE.-SIDE, 


BY DR. COTTON, 


I. 
EAR Chloe, while the buſy croud, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In folly's maze advance; 
Though ſingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor :oin the giddy dance. 
IT. 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 
Where love our hours employs; 
No noiſy neighbours enter here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 
To ſpoil our heart-iz1t joys. 
| III. 
If ſolid happineſs we prize, 
Within our breaſt this jewel lies; 
And they are fools who roam: 
The world has nothing to beſtow, 
From our own ſelves our joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hut, our home, 
| IV. 
Of reft was Noah's dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing ſbe left 
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That ſafe retreat the ark; 
Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 
The diſappointed bird once more 

Explor'd the facred bark. 

| . | 
Though fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow ts, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 
By ſweet experience know, 

That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradiſe below. 

| VI. | 
Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring: 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring 

| Whence pleaſures ever riſe; 
We'll form their minds with ſtudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the ſkies. 

Fw VII. 

While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 

And crown our hoary hairs: 
They'll grow in virtue every day, 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, 

And recompenſe our cares. 

; VIII. | 

No borrow'd joys! they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 
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Or by the world forgot: 
NIonarchs! we envy not your flatc, 
We look with pity on the great, 

And bleſs our humbler lot. 

IX. 
Our portion is not large indeed, 
But then, how little do we necd! 
For nature's calls are fe: 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may ſuſfice, 
And make that little do, 
X. 
We'll therefore reliſh with content 
Whatc'er kind Providence has ſent, 

Nor aim beyond our pow'r; 
For if our flock be very ſmall, 
Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Nor loſe che preſent hour. 

| XI. 
To be reſign'd, when ills betide, 
Patent, when favours are deny'd, 

And pleas'd with favours givin, 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part, 
This is that incenſe of the heart 

Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heav'n. 


| XII. 
We'll aſk no long protracted treat 
(Since winter life is ſeldom ſweet; ) 
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But when our feaſt is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll arife, 
Nor grudge our ſons with envious eyes 
The relics of our ſtore. 
XIII, 
Thus hand in hand through life we*ll go, 
Its checker'd paths of joy and woe 
With caution ſteps we'll tread 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead: 
XIV. 
While Conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath: 
Shall when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 


Aud ſmooth the bed of death. 


BY MILTON. 


HESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
. Almighty! thine this univerſal frame, 


Thus wond'rous fair! thy ſelf how wond'rous then! 
Unſpeakable, who ſitt'ſt above the heav'ns, 
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To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen 

In theſe thy loweſt works; yet thele declare 

Thy gaodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine, 
Speak ye who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels! for ye behold him, and with ſongs 

And choral {1mphonios s, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in heav'n, 

On earth join ail ye creatures to extol 

Him firſt, him laſt, him midſt, and without end. 
Furef! of ſtars, 1: 1 in the train of night, 

If better thou belong not to the dawa, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown the ſmiling morn 
With thy bi1zht Oo praiſe him in ch, ſpherc, 
Whine day moles, il that fweet hour of prime. 
Thou fu ſy, - this great world both eye and foul, 
Acxnowledge him thy greater; lonnd his praiſe 
In thy etern ad ans! e, 50 ch wen thou ſclimb'ſt, 
And when high noon batt gain'd, and when thou Fal'ſt. 
Moon, that now meet'ft the crient ſun, now fly It 
With the fix'd ars, ix'd in their orb tha flies; 
And ye fr: other wand' ring ſires that move 

In . dance, rot without ſong, re ſound 
His praiſe, who out of darknelſs calbd up licht. 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 

Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix, 

And nouriſh all things; let your ceaſeleſs change 
Vay to our great Maker &::] new praiſe, | 


. 
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Yo mills, aud exhalutions that now riſe 
From hill or ſtreaming lake, duſky or gray, 
THI the fon paint your flecey [Lirts with gold, 
In hovour to the world's great Author riſe. 
Whether to deck with cloud the uncolour'd ſky, 
Or wet the thirſty carth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling ſtill advance his praiſe, 
His praife, ye winds, that from Tour quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With every plant, in ſign of worſhip wave. 
Fountains, and ye, that warble as ye flow, 
Mulodious murmurs, warbling tune his praile, 
Join voices, all ye living fouls; ye birds, 
I hit Goging up to heaven's-gate aſcend, 
Bear on your wings and in your notes his praiſe, 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
"The canth, and ſtately tread, or lowly creep; 
Wunels if I be filent, morn or even, 
To hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade, 
Made vocal by my ſong, and taught his praiſe. 
Hail, univerſal Lord! be bountcous ſtill, 
To give us only good; and if the mght 
Have gather'd avght of evil, or conceal'd, 


Diſperſe it as now light diſpels the dark. 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


TH FOECK PART & 


WRITTEN 1743. 
BY SHENSTONE., 
Arbuſta bumileſque myricæ. VIS. 


1. 43S E VNC E. 


E ſhepherds ſo chearful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam ! 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray , 
Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of the change that we find; 
None once was ſo watchful as I; 


I have left my dear Phillis behind. 


| Now I know what it is, to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and deſire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah! lead forth my flock in the morn, 
And the damps of each ev'ning repel; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn! 
AI have bade my dear Phillis fare wel. 
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Since Phillis vouchſaf'd me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine; 
Nay I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine! 
I priz'd every hour that went by, 

Bey ond all that had pleas'd me before; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 


And I gneve that I pniz'd them no more. 


But why do I languiſh in vain? 

Why wander thus penſively here? 
O]! why did I come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dearP 
They teli me, my favourite mat, 

The pride of that valley, is flown; 
Alas! where with her J have ilray'd, 

I could wander with plealure alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
Vhat anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thought, but it might not be fo— 
*'T'was with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 
She gaz'd, as I ſlowly withdrew ; 
My path I could hardly diſcern; 
So [ſweetly ſhe bade me adicu, 
I thought that {ae bade me return. 
I 


97 


SELECT POE Ms. 


The pilgrim that journeys all day, 
To viſit ſome far- diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a relic away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope 15 the relic I bear, 
And my ſolace wherever I go. 


. MOPE. 


MY banks they are furmſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white-over with ſheep, 
1 ſeldom have met with a lofs, 
Sach health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 


Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a heech's more beautiful green, 

But with ſweet-brier entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle unfold; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


rr * 
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One would think ſhe might like to retire 
Lo the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 


IF 


But I baltcd aud planted it there. 7 
Ch, how ſudden the jeflamine ſtrove 4 


Wich the lilac to render it gay! 
lready it calls for my love 
To prune the wild 3 es Way. 


From the plains, from te woodlands and proves, 
What ſtrains of 1 melody ow! 

How the nightingales wWarhle their loves, 
From thickets of roles that blow! 

And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmomioufty join 

In a concert fo foft and tn clear, 


Az—ihc may not be fond to ref: gu. 


I have found out a gift for my fair; 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed: 
But let me that plunder fort-ar, 


She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed, 


For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 


Who could rub a poor bird of us young: 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fal]! from her tongus. 
I 2 | 
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I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
Low that pity was due to- a dove; 
That it ever attended the bold, 
And frac call'd it the filter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her accents dure, 
Let her peak, and whatever ſhe ſay, 
Methwks I {ould love her the more. 


Can a boſom fo _ emain 
Unmovr'd when her Corydon fighs? 
Weill + nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Thale plains ard this valley deſpiſe? 
Par rev oi Hlence and hade! 
Soſt fc es of contentment ar. f 
tray d. 
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.it whore docs my Phillida firay ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'1s? 
Are the IC goes an 4 tlie valley: S 2s ga, 
And the ſunepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as für, 
And the face of the valleys as line, 
The Grains may in manners compare; 
But their love is not equal to mine. 
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mm. $SOLICITUDBE. 


WHY will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to gneve, 

Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love? 
She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 
Witlrher wit ſhe engages the fre-; 

Wich her modeſtly pleaſes the grave; 

She is every way plceſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays! 
I could lay down my hte for the ſwain 
That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe. 
VWhen he ſings, may the Ny mphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liſten the while ; 
Nay, on him let not Phillida frown; 
hut I cannct allow her to ſmile. 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phillis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my wad! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around! 
And his pipe—oh, may Phillis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound) , 
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"Tis his with mock paſſion to glow : 
Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
Nov her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
© Ani her boſom, be ſure, is as cold; 
* How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
© With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
** How they vary their accents in vain, 
© Kepine at her triumphs, and dic.“ 


To the grov e or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet; 
Then, füting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phillis's feet. 
O Phillis,” he whiſpers, ** more fair, 
More ſweet than the Jeſſamine's flow'r; 
What are pinks, in the morn to compare? 
* What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r? 


Then the lily no longer is white; 
hen the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom; 
„Then the violets die with deſpight, 


And the woodbi nes give up their perſume. 


Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 


And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer: 
et I never ſhould envy the ſong, 


Were not Phillis to lend it an ear. 
| | 2 
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Let his crook be witk hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe; 

Lat his forchead with laurels be crown'd, 

So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes. 

The langnoge that lows from the heart 
Is a ranger to Paridel's tongue; 

— Y ct may ſhe beware of his art, 

Or ture I muit cavy the long. 


IV. DISAPPOINTMENT, 


YE ſhepherds give ear to my lay, | 
And take no more hecd of my ſheep : | 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove: 
She was fair--and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 
She is fauhleſs—and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of al! thought; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo compleat would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. | 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can infpire ! j 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire | ö 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 
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She is faithleſs, and I am undone: 

Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtrutt you to cure, 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 

W hat hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repoſe, 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 

The flower, the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd tor her pleaſure in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew- ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth {hall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhown to the ſight, 
But we are not to find them our own; 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight 
As I with my Phillis had known. 
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O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace! 
To your deepen rocefles I fly: 
I w ould hide with the beaſts of the chace; 
T would veanilh from eve ry eye. 
Yet ry reed {hall reſound through the grove, 
| he ſame fad COND i he; zun; 
| 


C uill not but love! 


A PASTORA LL 


To TH? MEMORY OF WILLIAM SHENSTONF, ESQ. 
BY CUNNINGHAM. 
I. 


7 VE, ſnepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
Wo ll fec our lov'd Corydon laid; 


hough forrow may blemiſti the verſe, 
= et let a fad tribute be paid. 


They call'd him the pride of the plain, 
In footh, he was gentle and kind: 
He mark'd on his elegant ſtrain 
The graces that glow'd in his mind. 
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IT. 
On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 
That birds in the covert might dwell; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 
But never would rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet, 
Go bleat - and your maſter hemoan z 
His muſic was artleſs and {weet, 
His manners as mildes your own. 
III. 
No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the blulloms appear; 
The {werts of the foreſt {hall fail, 
And winter diſcolour the year. 
No birds on our hedges ſhall ting 
(Our hedges ſo vocal before), 
Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring 
Can greet the gay ſeaſon no more. 
IV. 
His Phillis was fond of kis praiſe, 
And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liſlen*d—they envy *'d his lays, 
But which of them cquall'd his fong ? 
Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral {train ; 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus -let me break it in twain. 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 
From YOUNG's NIGHT THOUGHTS. 


MAZING period; when each mountain height 
Out-burns Veſuvius; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted maſs, as rivers once they pour'd; 
Stars ruſh; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her plough-ſhare o'er creation ;—while aloft, 
More than aſtoniſnment! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e' er was ſeen, 
Than e'er was thought by man! far other ſtars; 
Stars ammate, that govern theſe of fire! 
Far other ſun!—A fun, O how unlike 
The Babe at Bethle'm ! how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary !—yet He it is; 
That man of forrows! O how chang'd! what pomp! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n deſcends! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train, 
A ſwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds that darken and diſgrace 
The ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns aſide. 
And now, all drofs remov'd, heav'n's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our ether, flames. 
Lorenzo! welcome to this ſcene ; the laſt 
In nature's courſe; the firſt in wiſdom's thought. 
This flrikes, if aught can ſtrike thee ; this awakes 
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The moſt ſupine; this ſnatches man from death. 
Rouſe, rouſe, Lorenzo, then! and follow me, 
Where truth, the moſt momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my ſoul, and ardour wings her flight. 
I find my inſpiration in my theme: 

The grandeur of my ſubje is my muſe, 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 

And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams, 

To give more dread to man's moſt dreadful hour, 
At midnight, tis preſum'd, this pomp muſt burit 
From tenfold darkneſs; ſudden, as the ſpark 
From ſmitten ſteel ; from nitrous grain the blaze. 
Man, ſtarting from his couch, ſhall ſleep no more! 
The day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſe! 
Above, around, bencath, amazement all! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes! 

Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire! 
All nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death! 

Doſt thou not hear her? doſt thou not deplore 
Her ſtrong convulſions, and her final groan? 
Where, where, for ſhelter ſhall the guilty fly, 
When conſternation turns the good man pale? 


Great day | for which all other days were made; 
For which earth roſe from chaos; man from earth; 


And an eternity, the date of gods, 
Deſcended on poor earth-created man 
Great day of dread, deciſion, and deſpair! 
At thought of thee, each ſublunary wiſh 
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Lot go its cager gralp, and drops the world, 
And catches at vach reed of hope in heav'n. 

Shall man alone, whoſe fate whole final fue, 
Hinvs on that hour, exclude it from bis thought? 
I thing; of nothing clic; I fee! I feel it! 

All nature, hike an earthquake, trembling round! 
I lee the Judge enthorn'd! the flaming guard! 
The volum- open'd! open'd every heart! 

A ſunbeam pointing out each ſecret thought! 

No patron! interceſſor none! now pait 

The {weet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 

For guilt no plea! to pain no pauſe! no bounds! 
Ine xorable all! and all extreme! 

Eternity, the various ſentence paſt, 

Aſſigus the ſever'd throng diſlintt abodes, 
Sulphureous, or ambroſial: = what enſues ? 

The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds! 

Which makes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heav'n. 
The goddeſs with determined aſpect, turus 

Her adamantine key's enormous fizz 

Through deſtiny's inextricable wards, 

Deep driving every bolt on both their fates, 

Then from the cry ſtal battlements of heav'n, 
Down, down ſhe hurls it through the dark profound, 
Ten FRF ORF thouſand fathoms! there to ruſt, 

And ne'er unlock her reſolution more. 

The deep refounds, and hell, through all her gums 
Returns, in groans, the 2 roar! 
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O how unlike the chorus of the ies! 
O how unlike thote ſhouts of joy that ſhake 
The whole cthierial! How the concave rings! 
Nor ſtrange! when de wy 5s their voice e Lalt; 
And louder far than when creation rose, 
To lee creation's -odlite ain, ande ns, 
So well accomplah'd! fo divinely clos'd! 
To fee tre mighty dramatis Jall 25 
As meet, in g lory rifiog offer the rest. 
No fancy'd god, a God, indecd, tl lcends 
To folve all knots; to rike the moral howe 
To throw full day on darkett levnes of time; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole, 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praiſe, 
The charm'd ſpectators thunder their applauſe ; 
And the vaſt void beyond, applauſe reſounds. 


A FATHER's ADVICE 


TO HIS SON, 


EEP in a grove by cypreſs ſhaded, 
Where mid-day ſun had ſeldom ſhone, 
Or noiſe the ſolemn ſcene invaded, 
Save ſome alllicted mule's moan, 
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A ſwain, towards full- ag'd manhood wending, 
Sat ſorrowing at the clole of day, 
At whole fond ſide a boy attending 
Liip'd half his father's cares away, 
The father's eyes no object wreſled, 
But on the ſmiling prateler hung, 
Till, what bis throbbing heart fy veſted, 
Thele accents trembled from his tongue: 
My youth's Hr !: 
6 My deareſt innocent, attend, 


% Nor fear rebuke, or four dilpleaſure: 


Some truths from long experience flowing, 


Worth more than royal grants, receive; 
For truths are wealths of IIcar'n's beſtowing, 
„Which kings have icldom power to give. 


Cc 


** 


Since, from an ancient race deſcended, 


© You boall an unattainted blood, 
By yours be their fair fame attended, 
And claim by birth-right=to be good. 


cc 


0 


In love for every fellow- creature, 
Superior riſe above the crowd; 
What moſt ennobles human nature 
Was ne'er the portion of the proud. 
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e, my manhood's treaſure, 
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Be thine the generous heart that borrows 
From oth-1's joys a friendly glow, 
And for each hapleſs ncighhour's forrows 
* Throbs with a ſympathetic woe, 


4c 


This is the temper moſt endearing, 


„Though wide proud pomp her banner ſpreads, 
An hcaver.tier power good-nature bearing, 
Each heart in willing thraldom leads, 


* Taſte not from fame's uncertain fountain 
The peace-deilroying fireans that flow, 
„Nor tron ambitions dangerous mountain 


„ Lock down upon the world below. 


« The pnacely pine on hills exalted, 

© Whoſe lofty branches cleave the ſky, 
By winds, long brav'd, at lail aſſaulted, 
Is keadlong whirl'd in duſt to lie; 


* 
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While the mild roſe, more ſafely growing, 
„Low in its unaſp ing vale, 

Amid retireme: : i ter blowing, 

« Exchanges with ev'ry gate. 


ce 
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Wiſh not for beauty?s darling features, 
«© Maonulded by nature's partial pow'r, 
For faireſt forms mong human creatures 
Shine but the pageants of an hour, 
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I ſy, the pride of all the inexdow, 


At noon, a gay narciſſus blow 


Upon a river's bank, whole ſhadow 
„ Eloom'd in thc fiiver waves below; 

By noon-tide', heat its voutly was waſted, 
The waters, as they pals'd, complain'd; 
At eve, its glories all were blafied, 


© And not one former unt 1c maid 


Nor let vain wit's deceitful glory 


© Load you from Wiſdom's path aftray ; 
What genius lives renown'd m Rory, 
To happincis who found the way ? 


In yonder mead behold that vapour, 
„ Whoſe vivid beams illuſive play, 
Far off it ſeems a friendly taper, 


& To guide the trav'ller on his way; 


But ſhould ſome hapleſs wretch, purſuing, 

© Tread where the treach'rous meteors glow, 
He'd find, tov late, his raſhnefs rucing, 
That fatal quickſands lurk below: 


In life ſuch bubbles nought admiring, 
„Gilt with falſe light, and fill'd with air, 
Do you, from pageant crowds retiring, 
To Peace in Virtue's cot repair. 
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There ſeck tho never-waſted treaſure 
Which mutual love and friendſhip give, 

Dome ſlic comfort, ſpotleſs pleaſure, 
And blci and blefling you will live. 


If Heav'a with children crown your dwelling, 
As nune its bounty does with you, 

In fondneſs fatherly excelling, 
* Th example you have felt purſue.” 


He paus'd—for tenderly careſſing 
The darling of his wounded hoart, 
Looks had means only of exprefling 
Thoughts, language never cou!d impart. 


Now night, her mournful mantle ſpreading, 
Had rob'd in black th' horizon round, | 
And dank dews, from her trefles ſhedding, 
Wich genial moiſture bath'd the ground; 
When back to city follies fly ing, 
Midſt cuſtom's flaves he liv'd refign'd, 
His face, array 'd in ſmiles, deny ing 
The true complexion of his mind. 


For ſeriouſly around ſurveying 
Each character, in youth and age, 

Of fools betray' d, and knaves betraying, 
That play*d upon tlus human ſtage ; 
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(Peaceful himſelf and undeſigning) 

He loath'd the ſcenes of guile and life, 
And felt each ſecret wiſh inclining 

To leave this fretful farce of lite, 


Yet to whate'er above was fited 
Obediently he bow'd his foul, 

For, what all-bounteous Heaven created, 
He thought Heaven only ſhould controul. 


* 
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DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE, 
BY GRAY, 
E diſtant ſpires, ye antique towers, 
That crown the wat' ry glade 
Where graceful] Science ſtill adores 
Her Henry's holy ſhade; 
And ye, that from the ſtately brow 
Of Windlſor's heights th? expanſe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 
Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His filver-winding way! 
Ah happy hills! ah pleaſing ſhade 
Ah fields belov'd in vain! 
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Where once my careleſs childhood ſtray 'd, 
A ſlranger yet to pain! 
I fecl the gales that from you blow 
A momentary blils beſtow, 
As, waving treſh their gladſome, wing, 
My weary foul they feem to fooke, 
And redvlent of joy and youth, 
To breath a lecond ſpring. 


Say, father Thames (for thou haſt ſeen 
Full many a ſprighily race, 

Diſporting on thy margcout green, 
The pathis of plealure trace) 

Who foremo't now dclicht to e 


The captive linnet which enthrall ? 
What 8 proge ey ſucceed 
To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpecd, 

Or urge the N ing ball? 


With pliant arm thy glal ; wave ! ; 
ö 
| 


While ſome on earneſt buſineſs bent 
| Their murm'ring labours ply 
*Gainſt graver hours that bring conſtralirt 
To ſweeten liberty ; 
Some bold adventurers diſdain 
The limits of their little reign, 
And unknown regions dare defcry ; 
Sull as they run they look behind, 
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They hear a voice in every wind, 
And ſnatch a tcarfu! joy. 


Gay hope is theirs, ” fancy fed, 

Lefs pleaſing when polteſt ; 

T he tear for Z0t as ſoon as hed, 

The junſhine of the breafl 2 
Theirs buxom henlch of rofy hue, 
Wild wit, invention ever new, 

And lively cheer of vigour born; 
The thoughtleſs day, the ealy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the flumbers light, 

That fly thi approach of morn. 


Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 


Ihc little victims play! 

No ſeuſe have they of ills to come, 
No care beyond to-day : 

Yet ſec how all around them wait, 


The miniters cf human fate, 


And black misfortunc's baleful train! 
Ah, fhew them where in ambuſh ftand 
To 'E ie their prey the murd?rous band! 

Ah, tell them the 'F are men! 


Thete ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 
The vultures of the mud, 


— 
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Di udalnſul anger, pallid far, 


| WY FR 
And ſhame, that ſculks behind; 
alle 


Or pining love ſhall w 
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their youth, 


241 ; hh Oe , 
„ aiim rann too, 


iin iin _—_—_— if! eret heart, 
And cove wan unt Lade tare,” © 
CG: : 5 „de lhair 
+4 I 7 11.1744 3 14 4 5 
. _ ty, , ] * 
And forrow's picreiiug dart. 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe, 
Then whirl thewretch from high, 
To bitter [corn a lacrifice, 
And gn.:mmnginifamr. 
The ſtings of Flf-hood thoſe Thall try, 
And hard unkindnets' alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it ſoc dro flow, 
And keon remorſe with blood d. “d, 
And moody madneſs laughing wild 
Amid ſevereſt woe. 


Lo, in the vale of years bencath, 
A griſiy troop are feen, 
The painful family of death, 
More ludeous than their queen : 


This racks the joints, this fires the veins; 


That every labouring linew ftrams 
Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 
Lo, poverty, to hill the band, 


S 


„ r 2 


6 - * 
—  — 


REY 


FL 67 P 4» FE 812 . 


„1 ' 7 
— 
That nuns che foul wiih cy haad, 


And ftow-confuning age, 


To each his ſuf rings: all are men, 

Condemn'd alike to groan, 
The tender for another's pain, 

h' unſceling for his own, 

Yet, ah! why ſhould they know their fate? 
Since {orrow never comes too late, 

And appineſs too {wittly flies: 
Thought would deſtroy their paradile, 


No more: where 1gnorance is blils, 
"I is folly to be wiic, 


LL = x 
COUNTRY CLERGYMAN. 


BY DR. GOLDSMITH, 


EAR yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, 
And ſtill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place dilcloſe, 
The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 
A man he yas, to all the country dear, 
And paſſing rich with forty pounds a-year ; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 


Nor cer had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change his place; 
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Unpractis'd he to fawn, or ſeek for power, 
By doctrines falhion'd to the varying hot: 
Far other aims his heart had lcarn'd to prize. 
More ſkill'd to raiſe the wretched, than to riic, 
His houſe was Known to all the vagtont train, 
He clid their wand” rings, but reliov'd ihieir pain, 
The long remember'd beggar was bis guelt, 
Whoſe beard defcending {wept his aged broatt : 
The run'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow's ; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſlay, 
Sat by his ſire and talk'd the night away: 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of forrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were won. 
Pleas' d with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their wor z 
Careleſs their merits, or their faults to ſcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to reheve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's fide ! 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all; 
And, as a bird each fond endearment trics 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies, 
He try*d each art, reprov'd cach dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And ſorrow, guilt, and pains, by turn diſmay 'd 


— RIO: 


y pon YE 


SELECT POEMS. 12 


he reverend champion flood. At his controul, 
De ſpair and anguiſh fled the ſtruggliyg foul, 
Con fort came down the trembling wretch to ruſe, 
Aud lis Jail faltering accents whilper'd praiſe. 

At church, with meck and unalletted grace, 
His 1o0%s adorn'd the venerable place 
Trum from his lips prevaiF'd with double ſway, 
Ard fools who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 
Tho forvice paſt, around the prous man, 
Vit ready zeal, each honc!t ruſlic ran! 
J 'n children follow'd with endearing wile, 

\nd pluck'd his gown, to are the good man's ſmile. 
Ui, ready {mile a parent's warmih expreſt, 
Thr welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diftrefl ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given; 
But all lis ſe:1ous thoughts had reſt in heaven. 
As {me tall cliff that liſts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ſtorm, 
Though round its breafl the rolling clouds are ſpread, 
F ternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 


G9 · 23> 
TO THE NEW YEAR. 


BY CUNNINGHAM. # 


QUARTIUS rules the frozen ſkies, 
Deep frowmng clouds on clouds ati ſe, 
I. 
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Fraught with the thunder's roar ; 
With fury heaves the raging main, 
When foaming billows laſh in vain 
The hoarſe reſounding ſhore. 


No flowery vale now charms the eye; 
No tuneful warblers of the ſky 
Now cheer the lingering hours; 
No genial ray the groves illume, 
No Zephyrs waft their mild perfume 
From ſighs o'er vernal flowers. 


Though blooming ſcenes are now no more, 
That aid the raptur'd foul to ſoar, 
Poetic thoughts refine 
Yet fill the moralizing page, 
To warn an unattentive age, 
Theſe hoary ſcenes combine. 


With this I hail the opening year, 
Addreſs the God, whoſe works appear 
Through each harmonious round; 
Who rules, ſerenely rules the ſtorm, 
Who gave the lurid lightings form, 
Whole thunders rock the ground, 


O thou! alike where perfe& day 
In bright refulgent glories play 
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Around thy awſul throne! 
When ſeraphs glow with ſacred fires, 
When angels tune celeſtial ly res, 
To hymn thy praiſe alone! 


Still may thy providential care 

Wich bleſſings crown the riſing year! 
Impending ills reſtrain! 

Thy wiſdom guide my youthful muſe! 

Thy ſacred eloquence diffuſe, 

And confecrutc my ſtrain! 


While thus revolving ſeaſons roll, 

Oblequious to thy wiſe controul, 
Obecient to thy plan; 

Wich ſilent eloquence they preach, 

The molt important leſſons teach, 
To cold unthinking man, 


Behold thyfclf reflected here! 

The Spring proclaims thine infant year; 
Gay life, the Summer's bloom; 

Mid Autumn fpcaks maturer age, 

Contirms thee fol, or hails thee ſage; 


While Winter ſhews the tomb. 


Or view the image of thy ſoul, 
As now the mountain ſurges roll 
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In ed tumultuous roar; 
Fit emblem of the wrathfal mind, 
To wnger's tyrant {way conſid, 


© ro 
* 


nere realon rules no more. 


Unlike its placid form, ſerene, 
When Zephyr bie ithing ofcr tae ſcene, 


She | © 


E.* 1 N 2 e 
Ble ſs'd emble un of the conquer» Gul, 


Whole every, tion knows cont:oul, 
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While conicious joy s abound! 


That this may prove my bountcous ſhare, 
Aſcend; my ever conitant prayer, 
To Thee, all pericet Mund; 
O aid me in the arduous [tric 
Through each perplexing maze of life, 


10 all thy ways reſign'd! 
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DAVID GARKICK, Ee 


ON MEETING HIM-AT A FRIEND'S HOUSE \s 


eee part of grief or mirth, 
To which the mimic ſtage gives birth, 

I ner as yet with truth could il, 

Where mol you various pow'rs excel. 

Som times amidit ihe laughing ſcene, 

Blyth Comedy with jocund mien, 

By vou in livelier colours dreit, 

Wich traniport cl: £*d you to her breaſſ 

As oft the buſkin'd mule appeai*d 


I 


Vith awful brow her ſcepter rear'd ; 
Recounted all your laureis won, 
Aud claim'd you for her darling fon. 
Thus each contending goddeſs itrove, 
And each the faireſt garland wore, 

But which fair nymph could juſily boaſt 
Lor beauties had engag'd you molt, 
I doubted much; *tll, other day. 
Kind fortune threw me in your way; 
Where *midit the friendly jovs that wait 
Pilander's * khulpiiable gate, 
| * Rigby, 

L 3 


—— — ̃ 6ꝶ9—6ũ⸗0c«« —„-— 


16% SELECT POEMS. 


Freedom and genuine mich Land 
Sporting the jovial board around, 

Tas there, with keen, though poliſh'd jeſt 
Yo'r tat, 2 plens'd end pleniing guelſt; 

With fect eaſe a part fuilain'd 

Alore humorous far than cer you f ign'd. 
Take him,” I cry'd © bright comic Maid, 
In all your native charms array*d; 

No longer ſhall my doubts appear.“ 
When Clio whiſper'd in my car, 

© Go, bid it be no more diſputed, 

© For what his talents beſ are ſuited: 

© In mimie characters alone 

„Let others ihine—but Garrick in his on.“ 


TO THE MEMORY OF 


DAVID GARRICK, Es. 


JANUARY 20, 1779. 


HOU great reviver of the Attic fre! 
Thou nobleſt patron of the tunciul lyre! 
Thine was the power, and thine the gentle art, 
To ſwell the paſtors, and fubdue the heart! 
For thee, the ſeireſt breaſt has heav'd a ſigh, 
And the tear ſtarted ſrom the brighteit eye! 
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And he met wien a lady fair 


Clad in a pilgrim's weeds... 


Now 


hriſt thee C. 
I pray thee 
If ever at 


on holy ſhrine 
dM; truc-love 


IR. 


sa Friar of Orders Gray 
to teil his beads; 


thou didſt ſec. 


GRAY. 


PERCY. 


2, thou reverend F:iar, 
> tell 1 
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And how ſhould I know your truc-ione 


From any other one ? 


O, by his cockle hat and alk, 
And by his ſandal thoon. 


But chiefly by his face and mien, 
That were fo {ar to view ; 

IIs flaxen locks that tweeily curl'd, 
And eyne of lovely blue. 


G Luly, he is dead and gong! 
Lady, he's dead and gone! 
And at his head a green-graſs turf, 


And at his heels a lone. 


Wu theſe holy cloyſlers long 
He langufh'd and he died, 

Lamenting of a lady's love, 
And playing of her pride. 


Here hore him bare fac'd on his bier, 
Six proper zou and tall, 
And many a tear bedew'd his grave 

Within yon Kirk-xard wall. 


And art thou dead, thou gentle youth! 


And art thou dead and gone ! 
And didit thou dic for love of me? 
Break, crucl heart of fond! 
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O weep not, Lady, worp not ſo! 
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O do not; do not, katy Friar 
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Ween ro more, Lady, weep no more, . 
a . . . 5 id 
Toy forrow eis in vain: j 
For vio!ot'3 pluck'd, the ſweeteſt ſhowers i 
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Will ne'er make grow again. 


Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 
Why then ſhould ſorrow lat? 

Since wnivÞ but aggravates thy lols, 
G1:eve not for what is paſt. 


ti 


— 


O ſity not fo, thou holy Friar, 
I pray thee ſay not fo: 

For ſince my true-love dy*d for me, 
*T is meet my tears ſhould Gow. 
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Aud will he never come again? 
Will he ne*er come again? 
Ah! no he's dead, ad laid in his grave 
For ever to remain. 


His check was redder than the roſe; 
The comclieſt youth was he! 

But he is dead, and laid in his graves 
Alas, and woe is me! 


Sigh no more, Lady, figh no mere, 
Men were decervers ever; 

One foot on ſea and one on land, 
To one thing conſtant never, 


Hadſt thou been fond, he had been falle, 
And left thee {ad and heavy; 

For young men ever were fickle found, 
Since ſummer trees were leafy, 


Now fay not ſo, thou holy Friar, 
I pray thee ſay not ſo: 

My love he had the trucit heart 
O he was ever true! | 


And art thou dead, thou much-lov'd youth? 
And didſt thou die for me? 

And then farewell home! for eyermore 

A pilgim I will be, 
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But firſt upon my true love's grave, 
My weary limbs I'll lay, 

And thrice I'll kils the green-grafs turf 
That wraps his breathleſs clay. 
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Yet ſtay, fair Lady, relt a- while 
Beneath this cloyſter wall: 

See through the hawthorn blown the cold wind, 
And diizzly rain doth fall. 


O ſlay me not, chou holy Friar! 
O ſtay me not I pray! 

No anzzly rain that alis on me 
Can waſh my fault away. 


Yet ſlay, fair Lady, turn again, 
And dry thoſe peariy tears; 

For ſee, beneath this gown of gray 
Thy own truc-love appcars. 


Tere forc'd by grief, and hopeleſs love, 
Theſe holy weeds I ſought; 

And here amid theſe lonely walls 
To end my days I thought, 


» 1a 


But haply, for my year of grace 
It not yet paſt away, 

Might I ſtill hope to win thy love, 
No longer would I tray, 
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Now farewel grief, and welcome joy, 
Ouce more unto my heart: 

For finc» I have found thee, lovely youth, 
Ve never more ſhall part. 


B 


L 
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WILLIAM MELMOTH, ES. 


TRE Saturn's ſons were yet diſgrac'd, 
And heathen gods were all the taſte, 

Full oft (we read) *twas Jove's high will 

To take an air on Ida's hill. 

It chanc'd, as once with ſerious ken 

He vicw'd from thence the ways of men, 

He faw (and pity tcuch'd his breaſt) 

The world by three foul fiends poſſeſt: 

Pale Diſcord there, and folly vain, 

With haggard Vice, upheld their reign, 

Then forth he ſent Lis lummons high, 

Aud call'd a ſenate of the ſky, 

Round as the winged orders preſt, 

Jove thus his facred mind expreit: 

„Say, which of all this ſhining train 

« Will Virtue's conflict hard ſuſtain? 

For ſee! ſhe drooping takes her flight, 

„ While not a god ſupports her right.” 
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Tie pans'd — when from amid{t the ſky, 
ii, Innocence, and — 
Wich one unte 4 Jen! arole, 
The triple tyrants to opal. 
Thun inſlaut from the realms of day, 
With genercus ſpeed, they touk their way ; 
To Britain's iſle direct their car, 
And enter'd with the c ung ſtar. 
Beſide the road e manlion food, 
Defended by a circling wood: 
Unher, dit uis'd, their ſteps they bend, 
In hopes, perchance, to lind a IADP 
Nor vaia theic hope, for r:cords ſay, 
Worth nc'er from thence was turn'd away, 
They urge the trav'ller's common chance, 
And every piteous plea advance 3 
The artiul tale that Wit had ferign'd, 
amitance caly ſoon obtain'd. 


The dame, who own'd, adorn'd the place 


Three blooming daughters added grace. 
The firſt, with gentleſt manners bleſt 
And temper ſweet, each heart poſſeſl; 
Who view'd her, catch'd the tender "HE . 
And toft Amaſia was her name, 
In ſprightly ſenſe and poliſh'd air, 
What maid with Mira might compare; 
While Lucia's eyes and Lucia's ly re 
Did unreſiſted love inſpire. 
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Imagine now the table clear, 
And mirth in every face appear: 
The ſong, the tale, the jeſt went round, 
The riddle dark, the trick profound, 
Tus each admiring and admir'd, 
The hoft and gueſts at length retir'd; 
When Wit thus ſpake her fifter train: 
© Faith, friends, our errand is but vain 
Quick let us meaſure back the ſky ; 
* Theie nymphs alone may well fupply 
6 Wit, Ianocence, and Harmony .* 


AN INVITATION TO 
THE FEATHERED RACE. 


By THE Rev. Ms. GRAVES. 


GAIN the balmy Zephyr blows, 

Freſh verdure decks the grove, 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love, 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 

And ſhun the noontide heat; 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply, 
My groves a ſafe retreat. 
2 
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Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Or weave the moſſy neſt ; 

Here rove and ſing the live-long day; 
At night here ſweetly reſt. 


Amidſt this cool tranſlucent rill, 
That tickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the ſliade. 


No fchool-boy ride, to miſchief prone, 
E' er ſhows his ruddy face, 

Or twangs his how, or kurls a lone, 
In this ſ-ucker'd place. 

Tither the vocal Thruſh repairs, 
Secure the Linnet ſings, 

The Goldhnch dreads no {tlimy Caares 
yy? U — . "7 
lo clog her painted wings, 


Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Yon diftant woods among, 

And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy lweet!y-plaintve ſong. 


Let not che harmleſs Redbreaſt fear, 
Domeſ!:c bird, to come 
And ſeck a {ure aſylum here, 
Wich one that loves his home. 
NI 0 
54 2 
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My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall Vore of lruit preſerve; 

u, let me thus your friendiliip bribe? 
Come, food without reſerve. 


For you theſe cherries I protect, 
To you thele plums belong: 
Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd, 
But iveeter far your long. 


Let ihen ti4s leazne betwist us made 
Our mutual intens 411 id : 
Mine ke the gift of nuit aud hade; 
Your ſongs be my reward, 


* Re a 
e 
BY MASON. 
AY, will no white-rob'd fon of light, 
 Swifi-darting from his heav'nly height, 
Here deign to take this hallow'd Nand 
Here wave his amber locks ; untold 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold 
Here ſmiling ſtretch his tatelary wand; 
Aud you, ye hoſts of ſaints, for ye have known 
Each dreary pach in life's perplexing maze, 
Though now ye circle yon eternal throne 
Wich harpings high of incxpreſſive praiſe, 
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4 
Wil not your train deſcend in ratliunt Rate, 
Tobrcak with mercy 's beam this gath'ring cloud of fate P 


Tis ſilence all. No fon of light 
Darts iwiftly from his heav'nly height: 
No train of radliant ; ſaints deſcend. 
© Mortals, in vain we hope to find, 
„Ik guilt, if fraud has ſtain'd your mind, 
Or faint to hear, or angel to defend.“ 
So Truth proclaims. I hear the ſacred found 
Buri hom the centre of her burning throne : 
Where aye ſhe fits with ſlar-wreath'd luſtre crown'd ; 
A bright fun clalps her ad.unantine zone. | 
So Truth proclaims: her awful voice I hear; 
With many a folemn pauſe it flowly meets my ear. 


Attend, ye ſons of men! attend, and ſay, 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
Break through the veil of your mortality ? 
Say, does not reaſon in this form delcry 
Unnumber'd, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs 
The angel's floating pomp, the ſereph's glowing grace? 
Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
With me ! ſhall ſhe, whole brighteſt eye 
But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
Whole cheek but mocks the pe ich's bloom, 
Whoſe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
Whoſe melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays, 
M 3 
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Shall ſhe be deem'd my nval ? ſhall a form 
Of elemental dro's, of mould'ring clay, 
Vie with thele charnis imperial The poor worm 
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Life's litile day 
while I appear 


Shall prove her conteſt vain. 
Shall paſs, and the is gone: 


Fiull'd with the bloom of youth through heav'n's 


eternal year, 

Know mortals ! know, cre fis ye ſprung, 

Ere firſl theſe orbs in ether bung, 
I ſhone amid the heavenly throng; 

Thele eyes beheld creation's dag, 

This voice began the choral ly . 
Ard taught Archangels their triumphant ſong, 

Pleas'd I ſurvey'd bright nature's gradual birth, 
Sov infant light with kindling luflce tpread, 

Soft vernal fragrance clothe the luw ning carth, 
And occan keare on its extended bed; 
Saw the tall pine aſpi:ing pierce the {ky ; 
The tawny lion talk ; the rapid cagic ily. 


Laſt, Man aroſe, erect in youthful grace, 
Heav'ns hallow'd image flamp'd upon his face, 
And, as he roſe, the high beheſt was giv'n, 
«© That I alone, of all the hoſt of heav'n, 
& Should reign protectreſs of the godlike youth.” 


Thus the Almighty Jpake ; he ſpake, and call'd me 


Truth, 
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THE PARTING OF 
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HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE, 


FROM POPE's HOMER's ILIAD. 


E faid, and paſt with fad prefaging heart 


To ſeek his ſponſe, his foul's far dearer part; 


At home he ſought her, but he fought in vun; 
She, with one mad of all her menial train, 

Had thence retir'd; and with her ſecond joy, 
The young Aﬀſtcanax, the hop? of Troy, 
Penſive the ſtood on Ilion's tow'ry hight, 
Bcheld the war, and ſicken'd at the flit; 
There her {id eyes in vam her lord explore, 

Or weep the wounds ker hlecding country bore, 
But he who found not whom tis foul deſir'd, 
Whoſe virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and aſł'd what way {he bent 
Her partiag ſtep ? If to the fane the went, 
Where late the mourning matrons made reſort ;Z 
Or ſought her filters in the Trojan court? 

Not to the court (reply'd th* attendant train), 
Nor, mix'd with matrons, to Minerva's fane; 
To Ilion's ſteepy tow'r ſhe bent her way, 

To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day, 

Troy fled, ſhe heard, before the Grecian ſword 
She heard, and trembled for her abſent lord; 
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Diſtracted with ſurpriſe, ſue ſcem'd to H, 


Fear on her check, and ſorrow in her eye. 
The nurſe attended with her infant boy, 

The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy. 
Hettor, this heard, rcturn'd without delay: 
Swift through the town he trod lus former way, 

Through ftreets of paluces, and walks of {late 

And met the mourner at the Scæan gate. 
With halle to mot bim ſprung the joy ful fur, 
His blamel-ts wile, Siren > wealthy heir, 
[Cilician Thebe great Aion {way 'd, 
And Hippoplacus' wide extended ſhade) : 
The nurſe ſlood near, in whoſe embraces preſt 
His only hope hung ſmiling at her breaſt, 
Whom each ſoſt charm and carly grace adorn, 
Fair as the new-born ſtar that gilds the morn. 
To this lov'd inlant H=ctor gave the name 
Scamandrius, from Scamander's honoui'd ſlream; 
Aſlyanax the Trojans call'd the boy, 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warrior {m1l'd, and, pleas'd, refign'd 
To tender paſſions all his mighty mind. 
His beauteous princeſs caſt a mournful look, 
Hung on his hand, and then dejected ſpoke ; 
Her boſom labour'd with a boding ſigh, 
And the big tear flood trembling in her eye. 
Too daring prince! ah, wither dot thou run 7 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wiſe and ſon! 
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And duni ſt thou not how wretched we ſhall be, 


A vidow I, and helpleſs orphan he; 

Fur {urc ſuch courage length of life denies, 
And hon mult ſal}, thy virtue's ſacrifice. 
Green in her ſingle heroes flrove in vain ; 


Now ho; oppoſe thee, and thou muſt be flain ! 


Oh, grant me, God! ere Hector meets his doom, 
All Jaſk of Heoav'n, an early tomb! 

So {hall my days in one ſad tenour run, 
Aud end with ſorrows as they firſt begun. 
No parent now remains my griefs to ſhare, 
No bather's aid, no mother's tender care. 
The kerce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire, 
Lad Thebes wafte, and flew my warlike ſire! 
His tate compaſiion in the victor bred ; 
Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead, 
His radiant arms preſerv'd from hoſtile ſpoil, 
And laid him decent on the fun'ral pile; 
Then rats'd a mountain where his bones were burn'd 3 
The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn'd, 
Jove's ſy Ivan daughters bade their elms bellow 
A barrea ſrade, and in his honour grow. 

By the ſame arm my ſcv'n brave brothers fell; 
In one ſad day beheld the gates of hell: 
While the fat herds and ſnowy flocks they fed, 
Amid their fields the baplels heroes bled ! 

I mother liv'd to bear the victor's bands, 
Thc queen of Hippoplacia's ſylvan lands 
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Redeem'd too late, ſhe ſcarce beheld again 
Her pleaſing empire and her native plain, 
When, ah! oppreſt by liſe-conſuming woe, 
She fell a victim to Diana's bow, 
Yet while my Hettor {hll ſurvives; I fee 
My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee 
Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 
Once more will perith, Res Hector fall.“ 
Thy wile, thy infant, in thy danger ſbare: 
Oh prove a hulband's aad a ſathe's care ; 
That quarter molt the (kitiul Greeks annoy, 
Where yo wild ſig apart avg) "4 the wall of Troy 3 
Thou, from this tow'r defer d th* important poſt ; 
There Avamemnoun pints his dread ful hoſt, 
That pais Ty dides, Ajax, tive to gain, 
And there the vergefal Spartan fires his train. 
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have giv'n, 
Or led by hopes, or dittated from Hcav'n: 
Let others in the field their arms employ, 
But ſtay my Hector here, and guard his Troy! 
The chief reply'd: That poſt ſhall be my care, 
Nor that alone, but all the works of war. 
How would the ſons of Troy, in arms renown'd, 


And Troy's proud dames, whole garments {weep the 


ground, 
Attaint the luſtre of my former name, 
Should Hector baſely quit the field of fame | 
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My early youth was bred to martial pains, 
My foul impels me to th' embattled plains ; 
Let me be foremoſt to defend the throne, 
And guard my father's glories and my own, 
Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates ; 


(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates!) 


The day when thou, imperial Troy! muſt bend, 
And fee the warrior fall, thy glorics end. 

And yet no dire preſage ſo wounds my mind, 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind, 

Not Priam's hoary hairs deſil'd with gore, 

Not all my brothers gaſping on the ſhore ; 

As thine, Andcomache ! thy griefs I dread 

I fee thee trembling, weeping, captive led ! 

In Argive looms our battles to deſign, 

And woes, of which ſo large a part was tjune |! 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's ſpring. 
There, while you groan bencath the load of life, 
They cry, Behold the mighty Hector's wife! 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to lee, 
Embitters all thy woes, by naming me. 

The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent ſhame, 
A thouſand griefs ſhall waken at the name! 
May I he cold before that dreadful day, 

Preſs'd with a load of monumental clay! 

Thy Hector, wrapt in everlaſting ſlecp, 


Shall neither hear thee ſigh, nor ſee thee weep 1 


| 
| 
i 
| 
| 
| 
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TT ME WES IK 
BY MERRICK. 


OW ſhort is life's uncertain ſpice ; 
Alas! how quickly done! 
How ſwift the wild precarious chaſe! 
And yet how diſſicult the race, 
Ho very hard to rum! 


Youth ſtops at firſt its wilful ears 
To wildom's prudent voice ; 
Till now arriv'd to riper years, 
Experienc'd age, worn out with cares, 
Repents its carlier choice. 


What though its proſpecis now appear 
So pleaſing and reſin'd; 

Yet groundlels hope, and anxious fear, 

By turns the buſy moments ſhare, 
And prey upon the mind. 


Since then falſe joys our fancy cheat 
With hopes of real bliſs ; 
Ye guardian pow'rs that rule my fate, 
The only with that I create 
Is all compriz'd in tus: 
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May I, through life's uncertain tide, 
Be ſtill from pain exempt; 

May all my wants be fill ſupply'd, 

My tate too low t' admit of pride, 

And yet above contempt! 

But ſhould your providence divine 
A greater blils intend 

Nay all thoſe bleſſings you deſign 

(I &er thoſe bleſſings {hall be mine) 
Be center'd in a Friend! 


G Þ Þ 
| Written in the Walks at Brecknock. 
To Da. SQUIRE, LORD BISHOP oy ST. DAVID's,' 
B Da. DODD. 
I. 


UDE romantic ſhades and woods, 
Hanging walks and falling floods! 
Now that guſh with foaming pride 
Down the rough rock's tieepy fide g 
Now that o'er the pebbles play, 
Winding round your ſilver way:; 
N 
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Nlountains, that in duſky cloud 
Iliah your facred ſummits ſhroud; 
Whole variggated ſides adorn 
Fields, and flocks, and groves, and corn, 
Aud winted cots, beſide the lleep, 
Where health and labour ſweetly fleep 
ILul plealing ſcenes! Amyntas cry'd, 
As by old Ilundy's “ gurgling fide, 
In caelels fort his limbs he laid, 
The hoar ſlill hanging o'er his head. 
lis harp of ancient Britiſh found lay by! 
He ferz'd it rapturous: o'er che ſtrings 
His fingers hightly fl, 
Whiie thus his voice reſponſive ſings. 
| II, 

From that celeſtial orb, where, thron'd in light, 
Thou dweli'it, of powers angelic finſt and beſt; 
Oh lovely Gratitude! divinely bright, 
Deſcend, in all thy glowing beauties dreſt. 

Goddeſs, come, and oh! impart 

All thy ardours to my heart; 

Tune my harp, and touch my tongue, 

Give me melody and ſong: 

Softeſt notes and numbers bring, 

Tis Pale mon that I ſing: 

Gratitude exalts my lays, 

Tis my benefactors' praiſe. 


* A river which runs by Brecknock. 
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IIT, 


Put where enn our numbers, or notes, 
Zulticieptly pleafing be found, 


To exprefs the due fer:{e of his worth, 


« 4 *z 1 "is 


\ . N 8 A is s I * mort * 1 94 
onen BURG FT com“ {41 CTYOWN Ct 


Ile mark'd the fmall flock which 1 fed, 
* MY dil:gerce gave lum Br "ts 

Y oumnw | herd, 'H 0 von, 52 Fad, 
And he-plactd me fill neatet his ig . 

Then he gave me fore {heep of my ow, 
O could I the chat, 


„ c 3 oe 
Twould flow tow I honourd his guts 


e but unprove! 


Aid wou d lend merit bis love! 
D foorvr this brock at my fer! 
Hall ceaſe in foft murmurs to { 
Tele monntains nal! Sooner ſitik down 
To a p in with the vallies bulov ; 


* 
* 


le; 


JTban mute to his provies, my tongue 
Shell ceale his lov?d name to reſound, 
Or ia, hcurt to bu favours fo priz'd 
C 
E. Ver ijnien ui jou. 
O may the great Slizpherd of all 
Tis lil with zich bleſſiugs increaſe! 
And ſweetly encompate him round 


On ail that partake of his board 
Be happincls largely beltow'd ; 
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His wife be ſtill loving and kind; 
His children {ill lovely and good! 
Ard=pals'd his benevolent days 
Midſt elegant I:Lowurs of love, 
Oh late, ye good angels, his foul 
To the ſcats of the bl {ſed remove! 
Thus Amyntas ſung pl-as'd to his harp, 
Wich Brecon's white wal, in his view; 


N - a ae „ en d: 
lany pocts much ſwerter oni Hud; 
No port more ioneft 41:4 truce, 


Biſhop Squire made hi a Piebend of Brecon, Nay 1774. 


F 
WRITTEN IN A 
COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 


WY GRAY, 
HE curiew toll; the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
The piowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to dacknels and to me. 


Now f. !es the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save were the beetle wheels his drony fl:ght, 


And drowly tinklings lulls the diſtant folds; 


8 3 — 5 4 * 


| 
* 
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Swe that, from youder ivy-mantled tow'r, 


Tic moping owl docs to the moon complain 
Ot ſuch as, wandPring near her ſecret bo 'r, | 


Mole her ancicit lolidary reign. 


Bercathi thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
\Wheore heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forctrkers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe breathing morn, 
The Feallow wwitt'ring From the itraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ill clanon, or the echomg horn, | 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For ti m no more the blazing hearth {hall burn, 
Or bal houſewife ply her evening care; 

No children run to liſp their ſire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiis to ſhare, 


Ost did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the Hubhorn glebe has broke 
How jocund did they drive their team a-field! 

Huw bow'd the vod, peacath their ſturdy make! 


Let not Auhition mock their uſeful toil, 
The homely joys, and defiiny obſcure 

Nor CGrandear hear ich a diſdunful ſmile 
Tl ſoit and ſimple annels of the poor. 


N 3 
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The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow q | 
And all that be 'auty, all that wealth cer gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour: 
The paths of glory lcad but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
It mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where through the leng-drawn ale and fretted vault, 
The pealing authem {veils the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn or animated buft 
Back to its manſton call the ih eting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the filent duſt, 


Or Flatt'ry looth the dull cold ear of Death? 


Perhaps in this negletted ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have {way *d, 
Or wak'd to ecſtacy the living ly re. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne' er unrol; 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage, | 

And froze the genial current of tae foul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom'd cuves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower is born to bluih unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs in the deſert air. 
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Some villace-Hampden, that wich dauntleſs breaſt 
The litt! ty rant of the fields witl:fteod; 

Some mite iu plorious Nlilton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell, guiliicls of his country's blood. 


Ti avoplanſ- of Hiſt'ning fenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpile, 
To ſcatter plenty &fer a ſmiling land, 


Aud read their hill ry in a nation's eyes. 


Their It forbade; nor ciicumſerib'd alone 
Their gro ving virti 8, hut tei crimes conſin'd 
Forbadle to wade through laughter to a throne, 


And ihut the gates of mercy on mankind: 


The fruggling panes of conſcious truth to hide, 
To zueuch the bluſhes of ingenious ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With inccuſe kindled at the muſe's flame. 


Far from the madding creud's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes fever learn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool fequilter'd vale of life 
They kept the noileleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from infult to protect 
Some trat menos ial fl erected nigb, 

Wich uacouth rhymes and ſhapeless culpture deck'd 
1:inplores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh, 
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Their name, their years, ſpcit by th' uolener'd Mule, 
The place of Fame and Elegy ſupply: 

And may a holy text around the ftrewe 
That teach the rullic morali to die. 


| , ' - - - 
For who, to dumb forgetſulueſs a prey, 
e ee — "A 
This plealing anxious being cer re6 nd, 
p 1 0 . * F< * * 
Left che warm precincis of the cheerlul day, 
7 4 ' 2. . * 0 0 * 3 
Nor cait one loging, lining look behind? 


2 * _ 2. - * a 5 1 
On ſome fond breoit the parting foul relies 
. * * ? * ” 
Some pious ds the Colin oye requires; 
| INTE tr FR: * * 8 2 99 1 
* il TIN 9 © 10 54+ 1110 * ST "Ss 1 daiilre CTICS, 
1 2 p — * 3 i, * . 4 —_ 1 * 
Ev il In Our CATS Me then wonted nris. 


For thee who, mindſuol of tht unhona? dead, 
Doſt in 8 lines their art'ef, tale relate, 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some Kind Ired . Arit hall inquire thy fate. 


H- ply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 

6. Oft have we leen him at the deep of daun 
* . uh: S wit hh n ally {t- 55 the dev. IE way, 

= T0 on the lun upon the upla d lon, 


„ There, at the for; t of yFonger podding heech 
„J kat wreathes its old fintallic ronts. io high 

4% is liclleſs length at no9 tice would he 3 
And pore upon the book that bubbles by. | 
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& Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

„ Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 
& Now drooning wockul wan, like one forlorn, 

«© Or craz'4 with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 
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4 One morn Twiſed him on tl accufom'd hill, 


& Along the heath, and near his fw'rite tree; 
% Another came; nor yet belide the rill, 
6 Nor up the lawn, nor at the woed was he: 


„ The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, 
„% Sow thro? the cl. ch-Way path we [rw him borne, 
4+ A; : 


mroacty, and read (if thou can'll read) the lay, 
„ Grav'd on tie lone beneath yon aged thorn.““ 


T. Mx 
EPITAPH. 
HERE reſts his head upon the lap of Earth, 
youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown; 


- 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large was his bounty, and his foul ſincere, 
H-2v'n did a recompence as largely fend: 


He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear, 


He gain'd from LHeay'n, twas all he wiſh'd, a Friend. 
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No farther ſech his merits to cloſe, 
Or draw | 15 ir ant 8 from them dread abode, 
The: 2 they aitke mere mhlir g hope rFepoi-) 


Ihe boſom of his Father and Gol. 


R_w wa.” 2 — r 
— — ———— — _—_ U— EE ä„?— —— Gee 
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MISERIES OF HUMAN LIFE. 
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And wanton, Ot, cruck;, riot wile 
Ab, lute thick they, Wie ty diner alovg, 
How many 10 I, this very moment, death, 
And all the ſid variety of pains 

How many fil. in the devouripg flood, 
Or more devouring flame, How ma 


hw 
By ſhameful variance betwixt man 2nd inan. 
a ” 47 - 8 . * — % > 8 1 89 
How u any inc ini WAH, UG dunn ICY Ng 
Shut from the common air, and commo 


Ob their own 3 "Kane many drink the Cug 
Of balclul grief, or cat the bitter bread 

Of miſery. Score perc'd by wintry winds, 
Bo ma y fink into the ſordid hut 
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Of cheeri-f(; poverty. How many ſhake 
With all the fiercer tortures of tac mind, 
Urbour ded pition, madnels, guilt, remorſe ; 
Whence tu bled headtorg from the height of life 
They fanuh matter for tht tragic mule, 
Evon 1 the vale, where wiſdom loves to dwell, 
Wich tneadlivip, peace, and contemplation join'd, 
How many, raked with honeft patrons, drunp 
In do-p rewind diſtreſs. How mviy ſland 
Arow ths death-hed of their deareſt friends, 
Avd pitch paring anguilh. Thought fond man 
Of thele, and i! the thouſard nameleſs ills, 
That one inc {ſrt Hrugale render liſe, 
One ſcene of wil, of id! 1125), and ok fate, 
Vice in his hight carcer ve fand appall'd, 
Aud heed! 's rambling itgpulſe le irn to think; 

ec 5411-165 heart of charity would warm, 
Ad her wide with henevol ute diinte's 
T' ſocial m wornntd ite, the ſe in neh; 
Aua into cr yori hon, gradual bliſs 
Ruling iti, the focial paſſions work, 
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7 1 
BEGGAR's PETITION. 


ITY the ſorrows of a poor old man! 
Whole trembling limbshave borne himtoyourdoor, 
Whoſe dzys are dwindled to the ſhortell ſpan, 
Oh! give relicf—and heav'n will bleſs your ſtore, 


Theſe tattor*d cloaths my poverty beſpeak, 

Theſe hoarglocks proclaim my lengthen'd years; 
And many a ſurrow in my grief-worn check 

Has been the channel to a ſtream of tears. 


Yon heuſe, erected on:! iſag ground, 

With tempting alpen lrow m2 from my road, 
For p'eoty there a reſid ve has ound, 

Aud grandcur a may ufcent abode, 


Hard ie the fate of the :1firm and poor!) 


Here craving for a moricl of their bread, 
A pawper'd meniil {ord me from the door, 
Tolteck a thelter in an humbicr ſhed. 


On! take me to your hoſpitable dome! 
Nen hluws the wind, and piercing is the cold} 
nort is my paſſa ge to the friendly tomb, 
For Lam poor and miſerably old, 
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Slioudu Iren eal the ſource of every grief, 
If foit humanity cer touch'd your breaft, 
Your hangs would not withigld the kind relief, 
And tears. of pity could not be repreſt. 


Heaven ſends misfortunes—why ſhould we repire Þ 
'Tis Heav'n has brought me to the ſlate you fee 2 
And y our condition may be foon like mine, 
— The child of forrow—and of nutery, 


A little farm was my pat-rnal lot, 

Then like the lar K I fprhtty kad the mornz 

Bu h! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cor, 

Ny cattle dy'd, and blighted was ry corn. 

Nr darghter—once the com fort of my age! 
Lud by a villain from her native home, 

I: caſt abandon'd on the world's wide Rage, 
And doom'd iu feauty poverty to roam. 


Nu tender wife—ſweet ſoother of my care! 
Stiuck with fad anguiſi at the fern decree, 
kel! — ling*ring 1 a victim to defpur, 
And left the world to wreichedneis and me. 


Pity the forrows of 1 poor old man! 


Whoſetrembling limbs have borne him to your door, 


VWhole days are &wind1cd to the ſhorteſt loan, 
0 


0 


give rens tand feaven will bleſs your ſtore. 
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HYMN TO BEMNEVOLENCE 


BY BLACK LOCK. 


AlL! fource of tranſport ever new; 
While I thy ſtrong impulle purſue 
I taſte a joy ſincere ; 
Too vail for little minds to know, 
M ho on theniſelves alone below 
Their wili:cs and their care. 


Daughter of God! delight of man! 
From thee Felicity began; 

Which {l1] thy hand fullains : 
By thee ſweet peace her empire ſpread, 
Fair Science rais'd her laure!'d head, 


And Diſcord gnaſh'd in chains. 


Far as the pointed ſun-beam flies 

Through peopled earth and ſtarry ſkies, 
All nature owns thy nod; 

We ſee its energy prevail 

Through being's ever-riſing ſcale, 
From nothing e'en to God. 


By thee inſpir'd, the gen'rous breaſt, 


blefling others only bleſt, 
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„ With goodness . and free, 

Delights the v idow's trars to ſtay, 

To dach the blind their fmoothelt way, 
And aid the fecble knee. 


O come! and o'er my boſom reign, 

Expand my hewt, inflame each vein, 
Through every 2Chon ſhine ; 

Each low, cach ſelliſh wiſh controul; 

With vil thy cllence warm my foul, 
Aud make me wholly thine, 


If from thy ſacred paths I turn, 
Nor t-cl their griets, white others mourn 
Nor with their pleaſures glow 
Bani ſli'd from Ged, from bliſs, and _ 
My own tormentor let me be, 
And groan in hopeleſs woc. 


O 2 
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ON THE DEATH OF STELLA. 
A PASTORAL. 
INSCRIBED TO THER S$SISTEP, 

See on thoſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 

*© Thoſe checks now faded at the blaſt of death; 

Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 

And thoſe love-da;ting eyes mall roll no more,” 

POPE, 

OW purple ring ting'd rhe blue ſerene, 
And milder breezes fann'd the verdant plain; 

Beneath a blaited oak's portentous ſhade, = | 

To ſpeak his grief a penſive ſwain was laid: 

Bird's ceas'd to warble at the mournful ſound ; 

Ine cheerful landſcape ſadden'd all around; 

For Stella's fat: he breath'd his tune ful moan ; 

Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone! 

O thou! by H onger ties than blood ally'd, 

Who died to pleaſure, when a ſiſter “ dy'd! 

Thou living image of thoſe charms we loſt, 

Charms, which exulting nature once might coaſt ! 

Indulge the plainuve muſe, whoſe {imple flrala 

Repeats the he-:t-felt anguiſh of the ſwan : 

For Stella's fate thus flow'd his tuneful moan, 

Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone! 


* A Lady diſlingui ſhed for cvery perſonal grace and 
qualification of mind which could adoin Ler ſex and 
nature, 
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Are happineſs and joy for ever Bed, 
Nor haunt the twilight grove, nor lunny glade ? 
An! fled for ever from my longing eye; 
With Stella born, with Stella too they die: 
Die, or with me your brighteſt image moans; 
Love, beauty, virtuc, mou:n your darling gone! 


Sweet to the thirſly tongue the cry il] ſtream, 

To nightly wand'rers {weet the morning beam: 
Swect to the wither'd graſs the gentle ihow'r; 

To the fond lover ſweet the nuptial hour; 

Sweet fragrant gardens to the lab'ring bee, 

And lovely Stella once was heav'n to me: 

That heav'n is faded, and thole joys are flown, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


Al! where is now that form which charm'd my fight z 
Ah! where that wildom, ſpaikling heav'nly bright? 
Ah! where that ſweetnels like the lays of ſpring, 
When breathe its flow*rs, and all its warblers ling ? 
Now fede, ve flower's! ye warblers, join my moan 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone! 


Ah me! though winter deſolate the field, 

Again thall How's their blended odours yield; 
Again ſhall birds the vernal ſeaſon hail, 

Aud beaut paint and mulic charm the vale 3 


— . dh. - 
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Put ſhe vo more to bleſs me {hall appear; 

No more her angel voice enchant my ea ; 

No more her ange! {mile relieve me moan : 
Leve, beauty, virtue, mourn your daling gone! 


H ceas'd ; for miglity grief huis voice fappret?, 
Chill'd all his veins, and ſleufgeled in his breaft 3 


From his wan cheek the roſy tingdure flies; 


The luſtre languiſh'd in his cloſing eves : 


Too ſoon ſhall life return, unhappy ſwain ! 

If, with returning ſenſe, returns thy pain. 

Hills, woods, and ſtreams, refourd the ſhupherd's nn, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


ANEPLIIAPHE. 


F e'er ſharp ſorrow from thine eyes did flow, 
1 If e'er thy boſom felt another's wor, 
If e'er fiir beauty's charms thy heart did prove, 
If e*cr the offspring of thy virtuous love 
Bloom'd to thy with, or to thy foul was dear, 


This plaintive marble aiks thee for a tear! 


For here, alas! too early Inatch'd away, 
All that was lovely, Death has made his prey. 
No more her cheeks with crimſon roſes vie, 
No more the diamond ſpuikles in her eye; 

x 
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Ti breath no more its balmy ſw-ets can boaſt, 
Alas! that breath with all its ſweets are loſt, 
Pic now thoſe lips where bluſking rubies hung, 
And mute the charming mu{ſlc of her tongue; 
Ye virgins fair, your fading charms ſurvey, 
She was whate*er your tender hearts can lay, 
To her ſweet memory, for ever dear, 

Lat the green turf receive your tichling tear: 

Jo this fad place your earlieſt a lands bring, 
And deck her grave with firfllings of the ſpring 
Let opening rol''s, drooping Hiss teil, 

Like thoſe ſhe bloom'd, and ah! like thoſe the fell, 
Ircrcling wreaths let the pale ivy grow, 

A 4 diſtant yews a ſable ſhade ee 

Round her, ye Graces ! conſtant vigils keep, 
And guard, fair Innocence! her ſacred ſlecp: 


Iii that bright morn ſhall wake the beauteous clay, 


To blcom and ſparkle iu eternal day. 


- 
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CONTLYw 
14 tex 
Bi Dr. COTTON. 


AN is deceived by outward ſows 
Tis a plain home-ſpun truth I K 
The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, 
So ſays the ſchool-boy and the ſage ! 
Yet ſlill we hug the dear deceit, 
And ſtill exclaim againſt the cheat. 
But whence this inconſiſtent part, 
Say, moraliſts, who know the heart 
If you'll this labyrinth purſue, 
I'll go before, and find the clue. 

I dreamt (*twas on a birth-day night) 
A ſumptuous palace roſe to ſight : 
The builder had through ev*ry part 
Obſerv'd the chaſteſt rules of art; 
Raphael and Titian had diſplay'd 
All the full force of light and ſhade 2 
Around the livery'd ſervants wait; 
An aged porter kept the gate. 

As I was traverſing the hall, 
Where Bruſſels? looms adorn'd the wall 
(Whoſe tap'itry ſhews, without my aid, 
A nun is no ſuch ulcleſs maid), 


"+ 
* 
* 
1 
XY 


And hence his chaplain ſhares my breaſt. 
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A graceful perſon came in view, 
(His form, it ſeems, is known to few) 

His dreſs was unadorn'd with lace, l 
But charms | a thoufand in his face. | 
This, Sir, your property ? I cry 'd—= 

Mull-r and manſion coincide, 

Where: all, indeed, is truly great, 

A d proves that bliſs may dwell with ſtate, 

Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's claim, 

Aud grant the favour of your name. 
Content, the lovely form reply'd; 

Nut think not here PS I reſide ; 

Here lives a courtier, baſe and fly þ 

An open, honeſt ruſtic, I; 

Our taſte and manners diſagree, 

His levee boaſts no charms for me: 

For tiiles, and the ſmiles of kings, 

To me are cheep unherded things, 

(Tis Virtue can alone impart 

The patent of a ducal heart: 

Unle!s this herald ſpeaks him great, 

What fall avail the glare of fate ?) 

Thoſe fecret charms are my delight, 

Which ſhine remote from public fight ; 

Paſſions ſubdu'd, defires at re. 


—— — _ 


There was a time {his Grace can tell) 
I knziy the Duke exceeding well; 
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Knew ev*ry ſecret of his heart; 
In truth, we never were apart : 
But when the court became his end, 
He turn'd his back upon his friend, 

One day I call'd upon his Grace, 
Juſt as the Duke had got a place: 

I thought (but thought amils, 'tis cicar) 
I ſhould be welcome to the peer, 

Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r 
And ſo I was-—-for half an hour, 

But he grew weary of his gueſt, 
And ſoon diſcarded me his breaſt ; 
Upbraided me for want of merit, 

But moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 

You reliſh not the great man's lot g 
Come, haſten to my hunbler cot. 
Think me not partial to the great, 

I'm a {worn foe to pride and ſtate ! 

No monarchs ſhare my kind embrace, 
There's ſcarce a monarch knows my face: 
Content ſhuns courts, and oft'ner dwells 
With modeſt worth in rural cells; 


There's no complaint tho? brown the bread, 
Or the rude turf ſuſtain the head, 
Though hard the couch, and ccurle the meat, 


Still the brown loaf and fleep are ſweet. 
Far from the city I refide, 
And a thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
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True to my heart, I ſeldom roam, 

B-cauſe I find my joys at home: — 
For foreign vilits then begin 

Vhen the man feels a void within, 

But though from towns and crowds I fly, 

No humouriſt, nor Cynic, I. 

Amidſt ſequeſter'd ſhades I prize 

The friendſhips of the good and wile, 
Bid Virtue and her ſons attcad, 

Virtue will tell thee I'm her friend; 
Tell thee, I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 
And mcek, and lowly, and reſign'd ; 
Will hay, there's no diſtinction known 
Betwixt her houſehold and my own. 

Author, If theſe the fricndihips you purſuz, 

Your friends, I fear, are very few. 

So little company you ſay, 

Yet fond of home from day to day ? 
How do you ſhun Detrattion's rod? 

I doubt your neighbours think you odd! 

Content, I commune with myſelf at night, 
And aſk my heart if all be right : 

If Right,“ replies my faithful breaſt, 
1 ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. 

Author, You ſeem regardleſs of the town: 
Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the gown ? 
Content. The clergy ſay they love me well, 
Whether they do, they beſt can tell: 
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They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 

And always praiſe me to the ſkies; 

But if conviction's at the heart, 

Why not a corre{por:dent part ? 

Nor ſhall the learred tongue prevail, 

If athions preach a diff'rent tale? 

Who'll feck my door, or grace my w.lls, 

When neither dean ror picla:e calls? 
With thoſe my friendilips muſt obtain, 

Vbo prize their duty more than gat : 

Safe Ew the hours when we not 

And coifrious virtue is Gur tren: , 

Our Al mlefs breuſts 10 CnVy Ene * 

And hence we fear no feeret for ; 

Our walks ambition ne*'cr ative: ds, | 

And hence we a{k no powerful friends; 

We wiſh the belt to church and Nate, 

But leave the ſtecrage to the great; 

Carcleſs who riſes, or who falls, 

And never dream of vacant Fe; 

Much lefs, by pride or int'1cft dran, 

Sigh for the witic: and the law, 
Obſerve the ſecrets of my art, 

I' fundamental truths impart : 

And if you'll my advice purſue, 

I'll quit my hut and dwell with you. 
The paſſions are a num'rous crowd, 

Imperious, poſitive, and loud; 
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Curb theſe licentious ſons of flrife, 
Hence clucfly riſe the ſtorms of life: 
If they grow mutinous and rave, 
They are thy maſters, thou their flave, 
Regard the wor Id with cautious eye, 
Nor raiſe your expectation high. 
See that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 
You neither f-ar nor hope too much. 
For diſappointment's not the thing, 
"Is pride and paſſion point the ſling. 
Life is a ſa, where ſtorms muſt riſe, 
"Tis folly talks of cloudleſs ſkies: 
He who contracts his ſwelling fail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 
Be flill, nor anxious thoughts employ, 
Diſtruſt embitters preſent joy: 
On God for all events depend ; 


Y ou cannot want, when God's your friend. 


Weigh well your part, and do your beſt ; 
Leave to your Maker all the reit, 


The Hand which form'd thee in the womb, 


Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 

Can the fond mother flight her boy ? 
Can ſhe forget her prattling joy ? 

Say then ſhall ſov'reign Love deſert 

The humble and the honeſt heart? 
Hcav'n may not grant thee all thy mind; 
Yet ſay not thou that Heav*n's unkind, 


* 
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God is alike, both good and wiſe, 


In what he grants and what demies 2 
Perhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 
To-morrow Goodne's takes away. 
You fay thot troubles intervene, 
That forrows darken half the ſcene, 
True -andthis conſequence you fee, 
Tho world was ner deſign'd for thee 2 
You're like a paſſenger below, 
That favs perhaps la night or ſo; 
Bat 8:1] bis native country lies 
Bev ond the bound'ries of the [Ries. 
Of IIeav'n aſk virtue, wiſdom, health, 
But never let thy pray'r be wealth: 
If food be thine, (though little gold) 
And raiment to repel the cold; 
Such as may nature's wants ſuffice, 
Not what from pride and folly riſe; 
If ſoft the motions of thy foul, 
And a calm conſcience crowns the whole; 
Add but a friend to all this ſtore, 
Yeu can't in reaſon wiſh for more: 
Ard if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 
is more than Heav'n bellows on kings, 
He ſpake the airy ſpectre flies, 
And ſtraight the ſweet illuſion ates, 
The viſion, at the early dawn, 


Couſign'd me to the thoughtful morn ; 
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To all the cares of waking clay, 
And inconſiſtent dreams of day. 


— 
2 — mm 


— — 


AP fd ß 
From POPE” ESSAY ON M AN, 


TH hwpinefs! our being*Fend and aim! 
(}:; od, plealare, exe, content! whate*er thy name? 
That ſomething i] which promy:ts th? eternal ſich, 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 
Which fill fo near us, yet beyond us hes, 
O'erlook'd, feen double, by the fool and wiſe ; 
Plant of ccl: ſtial feed ! if dropt below, 
Say in what mortal foil thou d-ign'ft to grow? 
Fur op'tng to ſome court's propit:ous ſiune, 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? 
Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield, 
Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field? 
Where grows ? here grows it not? If vain our toil, 
We onght to blame the culture, not the foil. 
Fixt to no ſpot, is happineſs ſincere, 
"I's no where to be found, or ev'ry where; 
Tis never to be bought, but always free, 
And, iled from monarchs, St. John, dwells with thee. 

Alk of the learn'd the way: the learn'd are blind; 
This bids to ſerve, and _ to ſhun, mankind, 
ha | 
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Some place the blils in action, ſome in eaſes 
Thoſe call it pleaſtre, and contentment theſe 2 
Some, furk to heals, find pleaſure end in pain 
Some, {well'd to gods, conf. ſs &en virtue yain 3 
Or indolent, to each extreme they fall, 

To t. ull in every t ing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define uit, ſay they more or leſs 
Than ihis, that hoppmeſ; is 1 ppwmneis? 

Take nature's path and mad opinion's leave; 
All itaies can reach it, and all heads conceive; 
Obrious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 
There needs but thinking right, and mearang well; 
And moury our vartous-portions as we pleale, 
Equal is common ſenſe, and common cafe, 
Remember, man, ** the Univerſal Cauſe 
& Acts not by partial, but by ger'ral laws? 
Ard makes what happineſs we juſlly call, 

Subliſt not in the good of one, but all. 

There's not a bleſhing individuals find | 
But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind 

No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 

No cavern'd hermit reſts ſelf-ſatisfy'd. 

Who mo to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 

Ahilratt what others feel, what others think, 

All pleaſures ficken, and all glories fink : 

Each has his ſhare; and who would more obtain, 


Shall find che pleaſures pays not half the pain. 
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Order is Hear nts firſt law; and this conſeſt, 
Some are, and mult be, greater than the reſt ; 
More rich, more wile ; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe, 
Heav'n to mankind impartial we contels, 
If all are equal in their happiness; 
But mutual wants this happinels increaſe, | 
All nature's diff *rence keeps all nature's peace. | 
Condition, -. circumſtance, is not the thing, 
Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king: 
In who obtain defegce, or who deierd, 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend; 
Hcav'n breathes through every member 5 the whole 
One common blefſing as one common foul, 
But fortune's gifts end alike poſſ-{t 
And each were equal, mult not all conteſt ? 
If then to all men happineſs was meant, 
God in externals could not place content. 

Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe 
But IIcav'n's juſt balanice equal will appear, 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear; 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, 
But future views of better, or of worſe. © 
Oh ſons of earth! attempt ye fill to riſe, 
By mountain's pil'd on mountains to the ſkies ? 
Heav'n ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe, 
P 3 
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Know, all the good that indi viduals find, 

Or God aud nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reaſon's whole pleature, all the joys of ſenſe, 
Lie in three words, health, peace, aud competence. 


S.-WE EE T-NE'S$. 
AN ODE. 
By M. ROBERTSON. 


F damaſk cheeks, and radiant eyes, 
Let other pocis te!l; 
Within the boſom of the fair 
Superior bcautics duell. 


There all the ſprightly pow'rs of wit 
In bly the aſſemblage play; 

There ev'ry ſocial virtue ſheds 
Its intellectual ray. 


But as the ſun's refulgent light 
He w'n's wide expanſe refines; 
With Sov' re ign luſtre through the foul 
Celeltial ſweetncls ſhines, 


This mental beam dilates the heart, 
And ſparkles in the face; 
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It karmonizes every thought, 
And heightens every grace. 


One glimpſecan ſoothe the troubled breaſt, 
The heaving ſigh reftrain! 

Can make the bed of licknels pleaſe, 
And itop the ſenſe of pain. 


Its power can charm the ſavage heart, 
The tyrant's pity move: 

To ſaules convert the wildelt rage, 
And melt the ſoul to love. 


When ſweetneſs beams upon the throne 
In majeſty benign, 

The awful ſplendors of a crown 
Wich milder luſtre ſhine, 


In ſcenes of poverty and woe, 
Where melancholy dwells, 
The influence of this hving ray 

The dreary gloom diſpels: 


Thus, when the blooming ſpring returns 
To cheer the mournful plains, 
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Through earth and air, with genial warmth, 


Ethereal mildneſs reigns. 


Beneath its bright, auſpicious beams 
No boiſterous paſſions riſe ; 
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Moroſenels quits the peaceful ſcene, 
Ard baletul Difcord flies. 


A thouſand namelefs beauties ſpring, 


A thouſand virtues glow; 
A ſmiling tram of joys appcar, 


And endleſs bleſſings flow. 


Unbounded Charity diſplays 
Her ſympathiing charms; 

And friend{lp*s pure ſeraphic flame 
The gen” rous bolom warms, 


Almighty Love exerts his power, 
And ſpreads with ſecret art 

A {oft ſenſation through the frame 
A tranſport through the heart. 


Nor ſhall the ſtorms of age which cloud 
Each gleam of ſenſual joy, 

And blaſt the gaudy flower's pride, 
Theſe bleſt effetts deſtroy, 


When that fair form ſhall ſink in years, 
And all thoſe graces fly; 

The beauty of thy heavenly mind 
Shall length of days defy, 
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CONJUGAL FELICITY. 


FROM THOMSON's SEASONS. 
II A PPY they the h ppieſt of their kind ! 


Whom gentier lars unite, and in one fate 
Tim hearis, their forums, and their beings blend. 
'I not the comer tie of human laws, 
U natural oft, and foreign to the mind, 
That binds their peace, bat harmony itſelf, 
Atrumng all th ir paſſions into love : 
Where Friend'hip full exerts her ſoſteſt power, 
Perfect eſteem, enliven'd by d-fice 
T:wfFakle and V mpathy of ſoul; 
Thought meeting thought, aud will preventing will, 
With boundleſs confidence: for nought but love 
Can an{wer love, and render bliſs ſecure, 
- What 1s the world to them, 
Its pomp, its pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all! 
Who in each other claſp whatever fair 
Fligh fancy forms, and laviſh hearts can wiſh ; 
Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 
Or on the mind, or mind-1llumin'd face; 
Truth, gootlnels, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven ? 
M-antime a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 


And mingles both their graces, By degrees 
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The human bloſſom blows ; and every day, 
Soft as it rolls alorg, fhews ſome new charm, 
Tie father's luſtre and the mother's bloom. 
Then inf nt reaſon grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an aftiduous care. 
D-Iightfl ink! to rear the tender thought, 
PO iow h the young idea how to ſhook, 
To pour the freſh inflruction ofer the mind, 
To breathe th' enlivening ſpirit, and to fix 
The ounerous e in the elowing breaſt, 
Oh {pezk the joy! ye whom the ful len tear 
Surpriſes often, white you look around, 
And nothing firikes your eye but ſights of bliſs, 
All various n2ture prefling on the heart : 
An elegant ſufficiency, content, 
Reti:ement, rural quiet, friendihip, books, 
E iſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 
Progrethive virtue, and approving Heaven, 
Theſe are the matchleſs joys of virtuous love 
And thus their moments fly. The ſeaſons thus, 
As ceaſcleſs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy 3 and conſenting Spring 
heds her own roiy garland on their heads: 
Till eveniag comes at laſt, ferene and mild, 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour'd more, as more remembrance {wells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 


Together down they link in ſocial fleep; 
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Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly 
To ſcenes where love and bliſs immortal reign. 
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FFF 
| TO THE MEMORY OF 
AN UNFORTUNATE LADY, 
By POPE. 


HAT beck'ning ghoſt, along the moon-light 
ſhade | | 

Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade ? 

"Tis ſhe z but why that bleeding boſom gor'd? 

Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword ? 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell, 

Is it, in heaven, a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To att a lover's or a Roman's part ? 

Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky 

For thole who greatly think, or bravely die? 
Why bade you elſe, ye pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 

Above the vulgar flight of low deſire ? 

Ambition firfl ſprung from your bleſt abodes ; 

The glorious fault of angels and of gods: 

Thence to their images on earth it flows, 


And in the breaſts of kings and heroes glows, 


U 
|; 


it 
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Moſt ſouls, *tis true, but peep out once an age, 

Dull ſullen pris'neis in the body's cage 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 

Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres ; 

Like eaſtern kings, a lazy fate they keep, 

And cloſe confin'd to their own palace, ſleep. 
From theſe, perhaps, (ere nature bid her dit) 

Fate ſnatch'd her carly to the pity ing ſky. 

As into air the purer ſpirits flow, 

And ſep*rate from their kindred dregs below 

So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 

Nor leſt one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou, falle gu dian of a charge too good, 
Thou mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 
See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks, now fading at the blaſt of death; 


Cold is that breath which warm'd the world before, 


And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal juſlice rules the ball, 


Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children, fall : 


On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 
And requent hearſes ſhall beſiege your gates; 


There paſſengers ſhall land, and, pointing, ſay, 


(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 
Lo! theſe are they, whoſe ſoul the furics ſteel'd, 


And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 


Thus unlamented paſs'd the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageants of a day ! 
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do periſh all, whote breaſt ne“ er learn'd to iow 
For others good, or melt at others woe, 

What can atone {oh ever-myur'd ha-!) 
Thy fate unpity*d ard thy mes wipand ? | 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic rar, 
Vieas'd thy pale ghoſt, or prac'd the rournful bier, 
By forcien hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By forcign hands try decent limbs compos'd, 
B. Foreign hands thy humble grave adort'd, 
By ſtrangers honour'd, and by firangers moutn'd, 
VV hat thonoh pe foncnds in fable weeds 


APA, | 

(vrieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, | 
And bear about the mockery of woe ; 
To midi ht dances and the public ſhovwe? | 
What trough no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, | 
Nor pobfl'd marble emulate thy face? | 
Mihat though no ſacred carth allow thee room, 2 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er the tomb? | 
Vet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs he dreſs'd, | 
And the green turf hie lightly on thy breast: | 


There ſhall the morn her carlieſt tears beſtow ; 
There the kirlt roſes of the year ſhall blow; | 
While angels with their ſilver wings o'erſliade 

The ground, now ſacred by thy relics made. 

So peaceful reſts, without a flone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How lov'd, how bonour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot; 

() 
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V/hem lovely Venus at a birth 

With two ſiſter Graces more 

To ivy -crowned Bacchus bore 

Or whether (as ſome ſages fing) 

The folic wind that breathes the ſpring, 
Zephyr, with Aurcrapiaying, 
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ous and. Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 
uch as hang on Hebe's check, 
And love to live in dimple fleck; 
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Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, 
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To hear the lak begin his flight, 


And ſing ing Hartle the dull night, 
From his walch- tower in the ſkies, 
Till the dap pled dawn doth riſe 3 
Then to come in ſpite of ſorrow, 

Ani at my window bid rod-morronm, 
Through the fweet brier, or the vine, 
Or the rwilted eglautine > 

Vile the cock with lively din 
Scatters the rear of Gatkueks thin! 

Ard to the f ck, or the barn-d O”, 
Stoutly {iruts his dames betore ; 

Oft Vit ning how the hounds and hora 
Cneerly route the flumb'ring morn, 
From the fide of ſome hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing ſhrill; 
Som time walking not unſeen 


By hc&ge-row elms, on hillocks green, 


Right againſt the catiorn gate, 


here the great ſun begins his Nate, 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 
'fhe clonds in thouſand liverres dighit; 
V. bi the plowman near at hand 
Whiitlles cer the furrow'd land, 

And the milk maid fingeth blythe, 
Aud the mower whets his fey the, 
And every ſhepherd tells lus tale 
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Statt mine eve hath caught new pl-afures 
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And young and old come forth to play 
On a i inline holy-day, 

"Fill the live-long day-light fail; 
Then to the ſpicy Nut-brown ale, 
Vith {torics told of many a feat, 


Ilow fairy Nab the junkets ate, 


She was pinch'd ard pull'd, ſhe aid, 

And te by frars lanthorn led; 

Tells how the drudging goblin ſweat, 

To earn his cream-bowl duly fer, 

Wen in one night, ere glimpfe of morn, 

His thadowy fla hach threſu'd the corn 

That tea dy -lab'rers could not end; 

Then lies him down, the lubber find, 

And fret d out all the chimney's length, 

Bis at the fre his hairy ſtrength, 

An crop full out of doors he flings, 

Ere the firſt cock his matin rings, 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 

By whip ring winds foon lull'd afleep. 

Towered cities pleaſe us then, 

And the buſy hum of men ; 

Where throngs of knights and barnns bo] 

In weed: of peace high triumphs hold; 

Wich {ore of ladies whoſe biglhit eyes 

Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Ot wit, or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace, whom all coinmends, 
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There let Hymen oft appear 

In {atiron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 
With maſk, and antique pageantry 
Such fights as youthful pots dream 
On ſummer eves by haunted ſtream, 
Then to the well-trod flage anon, 

If Johnſon's learned tock be on, 

Or iweeteſt Shakeſpcar, fancy's child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever againſt eatizg cares, 

Lap me in foit Lidian airs, 

Married to immortal verte, 

Such as the melung foul may pierce 
In notes, with many A winding bout 
Of laked lweetnels long drawn out, 
With wanton heed and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice, through mazes runuing, 
Untwifling all the chains that tie 

The hidden foul of harmony; 

That Orpheus' ſeif may heave his head 
From golden flumber on a bed | 
Ot heap'd Ely ſian flowers, and hear 
Such itrains as would have won the car 
Of Pluto, to have quite {ui free 

IIis halt regain'd Eurydice. 

Theſe delights if thou canſt give, 
Nlirth, with thee I mean to live. 
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Thee bright-hair'd Veſta long of yore 
To Solitary Saturn bore ; 

Flis daughter ſhe (in Saturn's reign 
Such mixture was not keld a ſtain.) 
Oft in glimmering bow'rs and clades 
He mot her, and in ſecret ſhades 

Of woody Irs inmoſt prove, 

While yet there was no fear of ſove. 
Come, penſive nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, Healaſt, and demure, 

All ia robe of darkeſt grain, 

Flowing with majcitic train, 

And ſable Ntole of Cyprus lawn, 

Over thy decent thoulders drawn, 

Come, but keep thy wonted ſtate, 

XVith even flep and muſing gait, 

Ard looks commercing with the ſkies, 
Thy wrapt loul fitting in thine eyes 
1here held in holy palhon ſtill, 

Forget thy (elf to marble, till 

Vith a fad leaden Cownward caſt 

Thou fx them on the earth as faſt ; 

And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 
Spare Falt, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the Muſes in a ring | 
Aye round about jove's altar ſing: 

And4 add to theſe retired Lerfure, 

Ihat in tim gardens takes his pleaiure 3 
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Where glowing embers through the 
Feach light to coumerion a gloom, 
Far from all refort of 
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Drew iron tears round Pluto's check, 
And made Hell grant what Love did lock. 
Or call up him that left half told 

The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold, 

Of Camball and of Algarſife, 

And who had Canace to his wife, 

That own'd the virtuous ring and olafs, 
And of the wond*rous horſe of braſs, 

On which tic Tartar king did ride; 

And if aught elfe great bards heſide 

In ſage and fol-mn tunes have ſung, 

Of turneys and of trophies hung, 

Of forcſts and cnchantments drear, 
Where mor: 15 meant than meets the ear. 
Thus, Night, vit ſee me in thy pale career, 
„Till civil-funed morn appear, 

Not trick'd and frounc'd as ſhe was wont 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 

Put kercheſt in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud 
Or uſher'd with a ſhower {hll, 

When the gult hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the ruflling leaves, 

With minute drops from off the eaves, 
And when the ſun begins to fling 


His flaring beams, me, Goddeſs, bring 


To arched walks of twilight groves, 
And {hadows brown that Sylvan loves, 
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Of pine or monument» ok, 
Where the rude axe wich heaved ſtroke 
Was never heard the nymyhs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt, 
There in cloſe covert, by fome brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 

Hide me from Day's gariſli eye, 

While the bee with honed thigh, 

That at her How' ry work doth {i 
And the waters murmuting, 


12 
87 


Wich ſuch concert as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feathe i'd fleep; 
And let ſome ſtrange my ſlerious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy fiream 
Ot lively portraiture diſplay'd, 
Softly on my eyelids laid 

And, as I wake, {weet muſic breathe 
Above, about, or underncath, 

Sent by fom« ſpirit to morials good, 
Or th' unſeen genius of the wood. 
Put let my due feet never ful 

Lo walk the ſtudious cloiller's pale, 
And love the high embowed 10, 
With antique pillars maſſy proof, 
And ſtoried windows richly dight, 
Caſling a dim religious light; 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

Je the full-yoic'd choir below, 
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In ſervice high, and anthems clear, 
As may with ſweetneſs, through mine ear, 

Diſſolve me into ecſlaſies, 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at laſt my weary age 

Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

The hairy gown and moſly cell, 

Where I may fit and rightly ſpell 

Of ev'ry ſtar that Heaven doth ſhew, 

And ev'ry herb that ſips the dew ; 

Till old Experience do attain 

To ſomething like prophetic train. 

Thele pleaſures, Melancholy, give, 

And J with thee will chufe to live. 


THE 
MISER AND PLUTUS. 


A FABLE. 
By GAY. 


HE wind was high, the window ſhakes, 
With ſudden ſtart the Miler wakes ; 
Along the filent room he flalks, 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks, 
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Eack lock and er*ry bolt he trics, 

In ev'ry creek and corner pries, 

Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor'd, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 

But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 

He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt ; 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares, 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

Had the deep earth her ſtores confin'd, 
This heart had known ſweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's ſold, Good Gods! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice! 

O bane of good! [cducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 

Gold baniſh'd honour from the mind, 

And only left the name behind; 

Gold ſow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 

Gold taught the murd'rer's {word to kill: 

*F was gold inſtructed coward hearts 

In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount the miſc hiefs o'er ? 

Virtue reſides on earth no more! 

He ſpoke and ſigh'd. In angry mood 

Plutus, his god, before him ſtood, 

The Miſer, trembling, lock'd his cheſt ; 

The viſion frown'd, and thus addreſs'd: 
Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 


Each ſordid raſcal's daily cant 
R 2 
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Dia J, baſe wretch ! corrupt mankind ? 
the wits in thy rapacious mind. 


Decade my bleTings are abus'd, 


: Wk. .. 


.in 1 becenſur'd, curs'd, actus'd ? 
11% Virtue's ſoit by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade; 

And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſcſhon} 
Grows tyranny and rank oppreſſion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 
Gold is the cankor of the breaſt; 

Tis av* rice, inſolence, and pride, 

Ard ev*ry ſhocking vice belide : 

Put v hen to virtuous hands 'tis giv'n, 

It bleſſus like the dews of Heav'n : 

Like Heav'n it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tears from widow's eyes. 
Their crimes on gold ſhall Miſers lay, 
Who pawn'd their ſordid fouls for pay ? 
Let bravoes, then, when blood is ſpilt, 
Upbraid the paſſive ſword with guilt. 
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A SACRED LYRIC. 


N BEING WAKED IN THE NIGHT BY A VIOLEND 


STURM OF THUNDER AND LIGHTNINGe 


OCEF'D in che arms of baliny ſleep, 
| From every care of day, 
As ſilent as the folded ſheep, 

And as ſecure I lay: 


Sudden, tremendous thunders roll; 
Quick lightnings round me glare 3 

The ſolemn ſcene alarms my foul, 
And wakes the heart to prayer. 


Whate'er, O Lord! at this fill hour, 
Theſe awful lounds portend, 

Whether {ole enſigus of thy power, 
Or groans for nature's end! 


Grant me to bear with equal mind 
Theſc terrors of the {ky ; 

For ever, as thou wilt, reſign'd, 
Alike to hve or die. 


If, wak'd by thy vindictive hand, 
This mighty tempeſt ſtirs; 
That peal the voice of thy command; 
Theſe flames thy meſſengers ; 
R 3 | 
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Welcome the bolt, where'er ut fall 
R-vcath the paſſing fun ; 

Thy :nghtcous will determines all, 
And let that will be done, 


But if, as nature's laws ordain, 
Nor deftin'd by thy will, 

E:ch bolt exerts its wide do nain, 
Solt-autho:1ed to kill; 


Quick interpoſe, all-gracious Lord, 
In this remorſeleſs night! 

Ariie ! ard be altke ador'd, 
For mercy as for might: 


Vourhſafe amidſt 03:5 ü me of dread 
Thy tuj plant s voice to hear: 


Ch ſai eld from harm 4 friendly head. 
And all my ſoul Lolds dear ! 


Let it not kin where riot foul 
Pours forth the drunken jeſt: 
Nor where the guilt-envenom'd foul 
Starts wild {rom troubled reſt, 


Awhile O ſpare thoſe ſinſul breaſts 
Whoſe deeds the night deform, 


Nor ſtrike. where ſmiling virtue reſts 


Unconſcious of che form, 
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Suecout the couch where beauty lies, 
All pale with tender fear; 
Where ficknels lifts its languid eyes, 
O pour thy comlocts there. 


— „ 3 ˙* 2 


Nor ſuſeleſs waſte this moral night, 
Like common hours, away; 

But low with wildom's ſacted light, 
More fair than onent day. 


Ward by ench flaſh, may virtue riſe, 
And with its glories ſpread, 

While every blaſted bud of vice 
Shrinks in new terrors dead, 


So on that awful judgment Day, 
Whole image thakes the foul, 

Thou, keenu!t lightaings ſhoot their ray, 
Aud loudeſt thunders roll: 


V/ell picas'd, O Lord, cach eye ſhall ſce 
Thote final thunders-turl'd! 

And mark with joy, for love of thee, 
That Raſh which mclis the world, 
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ODE TO INNOCENCE. 
By JOHN OGILVIE, D. D. 


5 WAS when the ſlow declining ray 

Had ting'd the cloud witch ev'uing gold! 
No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 

No ſound diſturb'd the il:eping fold ; 


When hy a murm'ring rill reclin'd, 

Sat wrapt in thought a wand' ring ſwan ; 
Calm peace compos'd his muſing mind; | 
And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtrain: 


Ii, Innocence! celeſtial maid ! 

*© Vhat joys thy bluſhing charms reveal + 
„Sweet as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 
„And milder than the vernal gale. 


© On thee attends a radiant quire, 

*« Soft ſmiling Peace, and downy Reſt, 
Wich Love that prompts the warbling Iyre, 
„And Hope that ſoothes the throbbing breait, 


, ſent from Heav'n to haunt the grove, 
© Where ſquint-ey'd Envy ne'er can come; 
% Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs love, 


Nor anguiil chills the living bloom: 
A X 
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But ſpotleſs Beauty, rob'd in white, 
„ Sitz on yon moeſs-grown hill reclin'd, 
Serene as heav'n's unſully'd light, 
& Aud pure as Delia's gentle mind: 


Grant, heav*n!y Power! thy peaceſul ſway 
„% May fill my ruder thoughts controul; 


© Thy hand to point my dubious way, 
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Thy voice to footh the melting foul ! 


For in the ſha * ſ wert retreat 

Let thought beguile the ling'ring hour 3 ; 
Let quiet court the moſſy ſeat, 

"op And twining olives fo;m the bow'r. 


Let dove-ey'd Pence her wreath beſtow, 
And oft fit liſ*ning in the dale, 

Whine mght's ſweet warbler from the bough 
Tells to the grove her plaintive tale, 


Soft, as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 
© Let each conſenting paſſion move, 
Let angels watch its filent reſt, 


„ And all its bliſsful dreams be love.“ 


207 


3 


———— ———ꝰ—[(w — 


—— — 


222 ——— — —— 


- 
— — — 


——— — — — 2 


„*** 4 — 


<p 


202 SELECT POEMS 


CUPID BENIGHTED, 


ANACREON. 


HE fable night had ſpread around 
This nether world a gloom profound; 
No filver moon nor {lars appear 
1he lonely traveller to cheer : 

The race of man, with toils oppreſt, 
Enjoy*d the ba!my ſweets of reſt ! 

When from the heav*nly court of Jove 
Defcended ſwift the God of Love, 

(Ah me! I tremble to relate) 

And loudly thunder'd at my gate. 

© Who's there?“ I cried, who breaks my door, 
& At this unſeaſonable hour 7?” 

The God, with well-diſſembled ſighs, 
And moan inſidious, thus replies: 

Pray ope the door, dear Sir — tis I, 

« A harmleſs, miicrable boy: 

© Benumb'd with cold and rain, I ſtray 

* A long, uncomfortable way -— 
„The winds with bluſt ng horror ge 
& "Tis dilmal duk pray ope che door. 
Quite uaſuſpicious of a foe, 

1 liften'd to the tale of woe, 
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Compaſſion touch'd my breaſt, and ſtrait 
I ſtruck a light, unbarr'd the gate; 

When lo! a winged boy I ſpy'd, 

With bow and quiver à his fide : 

I wonder'd at his ſtrange attire ; 

Then friendly plac'd him near the fire, 
My hcart was bounteous and benign, 

I warm'd his little hands in mine, 

Checr'd him with kind aſſiduous care, 
And, wrung the water from his hair. 

Soon as the fraudful youth was warm, 

© Let's try,“ fays he, if any harm, 

*© Has hanc'd my bow this itormy night; 
] fear the wet has ſpoil'd it quite.“ 
With that he bent the fatal yew, 

And to the head an arrow drew; 

Loud twang'd the ſounding ſtring, the dart 
Pierc'd through my boſom to my heart: 
Then laugh'd amain the wanton boy, 
And Friend,” he cried, ** I with thee joy ? 
„ Undamag'd is my bow, I ſee, 

© But what a wreich I've made of thoe,”? 
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OW chcarful along the gay mead, 
The daily and covefl'p appear, 

The flocks as they careleſs'y feed, 

Rejoice in the ſpring of the year; 
The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 

The herbage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and ſweet flow'rs, 

All rife to the praile of my God, 


Shall man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove? 
For bid it, fair Gratitude's call, 
Forbid it, Devotion and Love: 
The Lord who ſuch wonders could raiſe, 
And ſtill can deſtroy with a nod, 
My lips ihall inceſſantly praiſe, 
My foul thall be wrapt in my God! 


THE. END, 


